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INTRODUCTION 


Francis Thompson’s remark, in his essay on Shelley, 
that the Church has always kept the aureole of sanctity 
but in latter years has discarded the bay leaf of poetry, 
is Open to grave misunderstanding if not grasped in the 
sense that the Church is primarily interested in the souls 
of men, and only secondarily taken up with their intel- 
lectual achievements. 

Any other interpretation would be wrong. It is just 
as impossible for the Church to relinquish poetry as it 
would be to expect a blacksmith to fashion iron without 
its casting off innumerable sparks. For in tempering men’s 
souls and forming them according to the image of her 
Master, she must necessarily strike forth this ‘‘star dust”’ 
—these intellectual sparks which delight the adult artist 
just as a child is intrigued and amused by ‘“‘the sparks that 
fly like chaff from the threshing floor.”’ 


Sharing the Treasures of the Church 


Poetry is to the mind what the ceremonies of the 
Church are to the eye—a stimulus to devotion, a way of 
raising the soul to God and to the things of Eternity. In 
the last analysis, poetry is beauty; beauty is truth. And, 
be it remembered, truth is beauty. The terms are inter- 
changeable. We possess the former; we cannot relinquish 
the latter. 

Of course, there was and is an occasion for the sentence 
Thompson wrote. Canon Sheehan rightly answers it 
when he says: “‘We have been hoarding up our treasures 
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[of literature] without a desire of sharing them. We 
have been building pools of Solomon, but, unlike the 
all-wise king, we have forgotten the aqueducts. The Lord 
said; Go forth, and teach! We are content to say; Come 
and learn!” 

This volume is a move toward letting Catholics and 
non-Catholics alike see some little part of our treasure 
trove. It will give permanence and a wider audience to 
the best poetry which has appeared during the current 
year in Catholic magazines, and may, it is hoped, bear 
fruit in encouraging the practice of the poetic art and in 
prompting poets to greater effort and higher achievement. 

Not only will those of the Faith find joy and elevation 
from the reading of the poems selected, but those outside 
the fold, many of whom are increasingly repelled by the 
sensuousness and atheism which degrade much of the verse 
of the day, will welcome the wholesome outlook here 
found. 


Classics of Catholic Poetry 


This little anthology, moreover, offers a fitting time to 
recall to the minds of readers and writers alike the names 
of the poets who, by dint of faith and labor and by the 
grace of God, have bequeathed to all generations of Catho- 
lics and to the world at large works which form a high 
tradition of art. Catholics will here find not only a 
stream of thought, clear and pure, characterized by variety 
of subjects and beauty of expression; but also mighty 
inspiration. ‘Those who seek to practice the art of poetry 
may study examples technically and spiritually worthy of 
keenest appreciation in the following Catholic poets: 

Prudentius, St. Teresa, Calderon, Lope de Vega. 

St. Augustine. 
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St. Caedmon, Cynewulf, Gower, Langland, Chaucer, 
Lydgate, Southwell, Crashaw, Vaughan, Herbert, Dryden, 
Pope. 

Newman, Mangan, Faber, Patmore, Hopkins, Francis 
Thompson, Alice Meynell, Aubrey de Vere, Joseph Mary 
Plunkett, Dowson, Lionel Johnson. 

Tabb, Louise Imogene Guiney, Kilmer. 

St. Thomas Aquinas, Jacopone, Dante, Tasso, Petrarch, 
St. John of the Cross, Alfieri, Manzoni. 

St. Bernard de Clairvaux, Corneille, Racine, Moliere, 
Ronsard, Boileau, Lamartine, Mistral, St. Thérése of the 
Child Jesus. 

Camoes,. 

Mickiewicz, Slowacki, Krasinski, Sarbiewski. 

Roswitha, Walther von der Vogelweide. 

Vondel. 

Kinon, Elskamp, Braun, Ramaekers, Claudel. 


Notable Work 


An event of the year is the publication of Shane Leslie’s 
Anthology of Catholic’ Poetry, covering the entire field of 
English Catholic verse—a finely printed volume, which 
will slip into the pocket easily, and prove a joyous boon 
to every Catholic family, as well as to non-Catholics. 

No less notable is the work of the Carmelites of Santa 
Clara, California, who have made available by their trans- 
lation the poems of Saint Thérése of the Child Jesus, ‘“The 
Little Flower.’”” Two volumes of original verse of unusual 
merit—‘‘Stray Leaves’’ and “‘Random Verse’’—privately 
printed, have during the last year gained considerable 
admiration, despite the fact that the modesty of the Car- 
melites has restricted the circulation of these works to a 
very few. 
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In ‘“Popularizing Paradise,’ a paper in the Magnificat 
for October, 1925, Rev. James F. Kearney, S.J., after 
considerable study precedent to his judgment, calls atten- 
tion to ““The Vision Beatific,”” a poem by Rev. John D. 
Walshe, S.J., of San Jose, California, which he pro- 
nounces, ‘‘the most simple, the most tangible, by far the 
most widely popular work on Heaven that has yet been 
written”; adding, “‘and therein lies its bid for immor- 
tality.”’ This sustained work of beauty, which gains from 
an eminent critic such praise after he has specifically com- 
pared Father Walshe’s achievement with the noteworthy 
qualities in Dante, Milton, Francis Thompson, and in 
Cardinal Newman’s visions, deserves to be read and reread, 
and will bring lasting enjoyment to all who add this lit- 
tle book to their shelf of favorites. 

An interesting side light upon the field of current Catho- 
lic poetry was cast by the fact that extremes of youth and 
age are cultivating this domain to advantage: while Wil- 
liam Ready, a mere lad, writing for the Apostle, barely 
misses inclusion in the anthology with ““The Lake,” Sister 
Mary Paulina Finn, better known by her pen-name 
“M. S. Pine,”’ is still adding to her verse, already garnered 
in three sizeable volumes, and Mrs. Mary E. Mannix joins 
her among the chosen poets of 1926. Mrs. Mannix 
recently passed her eightieth birthday, “‘still writing,’ and 
Sister Mary Paulina Finn is preparing the life of a saint, 
a book of sketches, and a play for publication, her eighty- 
four years proving no obstacle to her art. 

Catholic poetry in America recently suffered a distinct 
blow through the death of Father Barry O’Neil, C.S.C., 
for many years associate editor of the Ave Maria. 

As we go to press we are deeply grieved to have to 
chronicle the sudden death of one of the authors of this 
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volume, Professor E. H. Pfeiffer. A convert to the Catho- 
lic Faith, he was burning with zeal to share with others 
the great grace he had received. Especially was he anxious 
to impress on non-Catholics the literary debt they owe to 
the Church of Rome. Knowing his many friends to be 
interested in the work he himself accomplished in poetry, 
we are inserting a few examples of his art—for art indeed 
it was to him, and for this reason we are averse to sending 
forth this anthology without his name on the honor roll. 


Anthology Methods 


For the general arrangement of material and for the 
standards of judgment employed, we are indebted respect- 
ively to Mr. William S. Braithwaite, whose annual 
anthology of magazine verse has over a period of years 
established sound practice, and to Mr. Edward J. O’Brien, 
whose yearly collection of short stories, through its method 
of rating distinctive works, has set forth a means not only 
admirably just and useful in appraising literary produc- 
tions, but also calculated to spur on to higher efforts year 
after year those who are striving to express life in terms 
of their chosen art. 

Mr. O’Brien’s method of rating, adopted in this book, 
consists in marking with a single star every poem dis- 
tinctive by reason of its substance or by reason of its form. 
Whenever a poem is distinctive both in substance and in 
form it is marked with two stars. A poem which by its 
nature appeals so strongly that, in the authors’ opinion 
“St claims a position in American literature,’’ is marked 
with three stars. Only the one hundred best among the 
“three-star poems’’ are reprinted in full in this anthology. 
Translations have not been rated, but they are listed in 
the back of the book. 
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Explanations and Requests 


“Good Company’ and “Stones for Honor’ by Rev. 
Edward S. Pouthier, S.J., appear in the anthology with 
revisions made by the author, the title of the latter having 
been changed to ‘“‘Sermons in Stones.”’ ‘The Passion of 
Our Lord’ by William Walsh has also been revised by 
the author and is reprinted under the title ““Gethsemane.”’ 

The following issues of magazines have not been re- 
ceived and their contents will, if possible, be included for 
consideration in next year’s anthology. Should readers 
care to send copies of these missing publications, they will 
be gratefully acknowledged: 


Fortnightly Review: Dec. 1, 15, 1925; Feb. 1, 15, 1926. 
Dominicana: July 1, 1925-June 30, 1926. 

Liguorian: July 1, 1925-June 30, 1926. 

Little Flower Circle: July to Nov., 1925 (inclusive). 

Little Flower Magazine: July, Nov., 1925; Feb., Apr., 1926. 
Manna: July 1, 1925-June 30, 1926. 

Messenger of the Precious Blood: July 1, 1925-June 30, 1926. 
Messenger of Our Lady of Sorrows: July, 1925-Mar.,1926 (inclusive). 
Pan: July 1, 1925-June 30, 1926. 

Vincentian: July 1, 1925-June 30, 1926. 

Salve Regina: Sept., Oct., Dec., 1925; Jan., 1926. 

Placidian: Jan. and May, 1926. 


Any suggestions for making the anthology more useful 
in schools, colleges, libraries, or reading clubs, will be 
appreciated. 

May this book in some measure stimulate Catholic poets, 
and serve as a partial reward to editors and publishers who 
by advice and criticism are aiding poets, and, through 
selective thought and penetrative taste, enabling readers to 
enjoy the best verse written in our day. 
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ANTHOLOGY OF POEMS 


PRELUDE 
TO2A-Y OUNG POET: 


- Burning and eager votary of art, 

Bright be thy path amid the gathering gloom! 
May the white vision of the pure in heart 

Eclipse the nations tottering to their doom. 


High be thy hope and noble thy endeavor 
In the world’s wilderness of barren toil! 
So shalt thou shine among the stars forever, 
Planting firm feet on empyrean soil. 
MEREDITH STARR 


Extension 
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DRIZZLE 


Drizzle at dusk: street and square 
A tepid rustle of beaded wires; 
Trucks pawing the drenched blue air; 
Whining and adhesive tires. 


Umbrellas yawn and tug until 
Men are fishes on their tails; 
It is easier to stand still 
Under the spitting silver nails. 


Nothing is cold after the cold 
Vacuity of cherished eyes; 
Keats is music and wet mold— 

Why should I be otherwise? 


JOSEPH AUSLANDER 


Commonweal 


THE WINDS 


Far-faring voyagers who know not time, 
Who pay no tribute unto mirth or tears, 
But, fetterless above a fettered world, 
Trail the bright freedom of ten thousand years, 


What endless summons calls that you should be 
Impelled forever to some farther foam? 
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Is there no drooping for those tireless wings? 
All birds fare nestward; turn you never home? 


Oh, pause a while, for I would hear you tell 
Of that lost day when, blowing heedless on, 
You swept, a cataract of deathless scent, 
Down the long terraces of Babylon. 


Or watched against the line of sea and sky, 
Unfaltering on their immortal quest, 
Three lonely caravels that wore away 
Into the gleaming glory of the West. 


What of the clouds, that through the summer noons 
Pile the white wonder of their phantom snow, 

And, thinking they behold their mirrored selves, 
Lean to the cruising icebergs far below? 


What do you hear the patriarch mountains say, 
Sitting in judgment, robed in centuries, 

Watching men’s fleeting monuments that pass 
Like spindrift blown from immemorial seas? 


Today, in fury o’er the desert’s waste, 
You flog the scorching cohorts of the sand; 
Tomorrow, you may stoop to swing the bells 
Of snowdrops wilting in a little hand. 


Sometimes, like hounds that course the lanes of space, 
You trail swift meteors falling down the sky; 
Again, with clangor like stampeding hoofs, 
Your mighty flying squadrons thunder by. 
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Yet you have balm that soothes like quiet rain, 
And brings to longing hearts a lost delight; 

For airs that brushed beloved eyes at noon, 
Will lay their nectar on far lips tonight. 


There is a broken music in your voice 
Can so enthrall the wistful hearts of men 
They will go seeking—seeking—all their days, 
Bereft until they know that bliss again. 


And down the ways that lead beyond the world, 
Ensnared by beauty they will never see, 

Past dusk and dawn, past grief and fame and love, 
They stumble after that lost melody. 


Winds that blew sweet across my fields of morn, 
Friends of the glancing days when glory passed, 
Guidons to evening and the harvest moon, 
Will you not sing my requiem at last? 


When in some frost-lit chapel of the pines, 
That lifts unseen on hushed Sierran heights, 

You join the anthems of the singing stars, 
Slowed to the mystic beat of northern lights, 


Tell them of one who, all her happy years, 
Beheld earth’s beauty, meshed in wonderment, 
And passing, laid on your unending wings 
Her parting gift: a sigh of deep content. 


MARIE BLAKE 


Catholic World 
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MANNA 


“No manna falls from Heaven now’’— 
The cynic said with gloomy brow. 


Thou hast not seen the daisies pass 
Like foam upon the tide of grass; 

The violets that dye the dew 

In thickets where the sun glints through; 
The roses in the green parterre, 
Playing at rainbow everywhere; 

The lilies breaking on the dusk 

Their alabaster-box of musk; 

The blossoms on an apple bough— 
No manna falls from Heaven now? 
Then thou hast never lived in spring, 
Nor known the soul’s sharp hungering. 


HUGH F. BLUNT, LL.D. 


Columbia 


INHERITANCE 


So many ships sail on the sea 
From lands of snow and fire, 

But none slips through the lilac dawn, 
To bring my heart’s desire. 


In happy gardens sweet and wide 
So many roses blow; 
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But nevermore through eves of spring 
Shall I their sweetness know. 


So many emeralds in the mine, 
And pearls adown the deep— 
Oh, Life has lovely things to give, 

But nought for us to keep. 


And what to me her lovely things, 
Who now, with bated breath, 
Enter on my inheritance— 
The vast estates of Death? 


SYLVIA V. ORME BRIDGE 


Messenger of the Sacred Heart 


FEARVOR THE LORD 


I know wherever I may go, 
In fields with lilies white or snow; 


By spring or stream or mountain glen, 
Or in the busy haunts of men; 


Or by the grand, vast-bosomed sea, 
That booms and crashes endlessly; 


Whether at noon or twilight gray, 
Or at the first, faint streaks of day; 
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I stand and must forever stand 


Within the hollow of Thy hand. 


Guarded, indeed, yet menaced, too, 
Shall I not dread, though trusting You? 


Who mayest by a single breath 
Wither me like a leaf in death! 


How dare I, such a helpless one, 
Hurl my bold darts into the sun? 


Or how dare trifle with Thy grace, 
Mocking Thee to Thy very face? 


Where faileth love, let fear hold rule 
To keep me from a sinning fool. 


Lord, who dost know me out and in, 
Save me by utter fear from sin! 


C. A. BURNS, S.J. 


Messenger of the Sacred Heart 


CYPRESS FROM GETHSEMANE 


They are bringing cypress from Gethsemane 
To plant beneath a California sun— 
Tradition of an early century 
Narrowed within the shadow of each one. 
The gesture of a land with spices blown— 
A garden where a vigil once was kept 
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By cypress trees while other watchers slept 
And One bled out His agony alone. 
Where will they plant these aliens they have wrenched 
From old-world truth—where will these mourners stand? 
Never beside gay orange groves sun-drenched, 
Nor where the giant redwoods gird new land. 
Where shall they plant them but upon a hill, 
This group of ancient watchers, dark and still? 


GERTRUDE CALLAGHAN 


Commonweal 


SORROW’S LADDER 


Only by sorrow’s ladder shall we rise, 
For joy is an abbreviated stair, 
We come upon its threshold unaware— 
High sorrow’s ladder reaches to the skies! 
I, who have made this world my paradise, 
Now find earth strangely filled with towering fears— 
The sea a multitude of undried tears— 
The way of grief lies bared before my eyes. 


O Life, that I have jested with so long, 
Capered into your pitfalls, wound each snare 
About my heedlessness; too debonair 
For further reckoning, now make me strong 
That I, though bruised, may fearlessly ascend 
High sorrow’s ladder, singing, to the end! 
GERTRUDE CALLAGHAN 


Commonweal 
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HER REVERIE 


I wonder how 
*Twill end, should he 
Claim father’s cow 
Along with me! . 


Red clouds were ripe 

With dews galore, 
When Brian said: 

“Good-night, asthore!”’ 
But stars, like whins, 

Grew buds of light 
E’er he had kissed 

Again good-night; 
And Gortin Moor 

Had bogged the moon 
Before his last: 

“‘Good-night, aroon!”’ 


I wonder now, 
If such as he 
Would claim the cow 
Along with me! 
FRANCIS CARLIN 


America 
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YOUR CRIB 


Make of your heart a crypt to take them in 
Against the winter's cold on Christmas morn; 

And keep your love all white and clean from sin 
To wrap around the Babe when He is born. 


And bid your thoughts where they are shepherding 
To leave their flocks and hasten where He lies; 
Your quickened pulse the song of welcoming; 
The light upon the hills, adoring eyes. 


P. J. CARROLL, C.S.C. 
Ave Matia 


GHOSTS 


A shingle house stands in the lane, 

All green with moss and dripping rain; 
The yellow roses ever droop 

Above the cistern’s broken stoop; 

The thistles’ purple-tufted stalks 

Lean o’er the garden’s cobbled walks; 
And sweet peas poised for instant flight 
Climb o’er the creaking gate at night. 


“It is a haunted house,”’ they say, 
“A ghost dreams there at close of day.” 
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When evening’s grass is dewy wet 

I hide me in the mignonette, 

And listen for the owlet’s “Who?” 
When ghostly travelers come through, 
And watch the lane and cobble walk 
Where ghostly companies come to talk, 
And see the window silver-white 
Where a ghost dreams of her delight. 


A murmur stirs through all the trees, 
The whisper of night’s mysteries; 

And shadow fingers deftly pass 

Across the dingy window glass; 

The nightingale’s sweet song is sung, 
The spiders’ cobwebs silver hung, 

And through the magic window pane 
The dreaming moon dreams dreams again. 


“It is a haunted house,’’ they say; 
““A ghost dreams there at close of day.’ 


ALEXANDER J. Copy, S.J. 


Columbia 


ANNUNCIATION NIGHT 


It was night in the village of Nazareth, 

But the dark, like the dusk of a blessed death, 
Was pierced with splendor and voices tender, 

And the breeze died down to a zephyr’s breath. 
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Stars sang as they swung in their ordered courses 
And planets circling around the sun; 

And all life stirred at its inmost sources, 
With sense of the Wonder on earth begun. 


But the little fair Virgin of Nazareth slept, 
Dreaming the touch of the hand of her Child. 
And angels above her their vigil kept, 
And oft in her sleep she tenderly smiled. 


For God to His own Creation knit 
His life and hers not a breath apart; 

While Heaven was athrill at the thought of it— 
The Hope of the Worlds hidden under her heart! 


KATHERINE E. CONWAY 


Catholic World 


A PRAYER. FOR A MARRIAGE 


We have shared beauty and have shared grief, too; 
And these have brought us nearer than we knew. 
We have shared joy and loneliness and fear; 
Danger and terror and death creeping near 

Joined us. The worst that poverty can do 

Will not avail, though all its strength is bent 
Against us. Naught on earth can part us two, 
Save the monotony of calm content. 
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Pray God that He may give a little pain, 

A fear, a joy, to draw us close again. 

Where’er our pleasant paths too smoothly run, 
May storm-clouds change the gold of too much sun. 


MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 
Commonweal 


CONSORT 


-The lovely moon, who has the world to roam in, 
The world of sky without a trail or track— 

The lovely moon still finds herself at home in 
The little pool beside our cedar shack. 


O moon, who puts aside the world’s far splendor, 
O moon, who thrusts aside the heaven’s charms! 

The great and starry worlds that would befriend her 
She waves away, to lie within the arms 


Of this, the humble mountain pool, unshining, 
Save with her whiteness, as she runs to lay 
Her face against him, all her bright hair twining 

About his bosom, till the trump of day. 


O moon, who give the world, and gain, in losing, 
A shelter from your greatness for a while, 

I know, I know the reason for your choosing. 
I, only I, quite understand your smile. 


MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 


Commonweal 
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I'LL BUY A RAINBOW 


The moon threw a penny 
Into my hand, 

A silver penny 
From fairyland. 


Thank you, thank you, 
Lady moon! 

May I spend it 
Soon, soon? 


May I spend it, 
iA? 

With never advice 
To help me buy? 


May I spend it 
All alone? 

T’ll buy a rainbow 
For my own! 


MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 


Commonweal 


IMPATIENT TREES 


Trees grow 
Nearer to the sky, 
And so 

Do you and I. 
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Nearer every day; so we 
Grow toward God, too, eagerly. 


But, because we long to grow 
Faster, faster, it seems slow, 
Our walk to God. Do trees feel so? 


Yes, for, hear! They sigh, they sigh 
Impatiently as you and I. 


MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 
Commonweal 


FORGOTTEN 


I walked along the seashore, 

And dreamed a bit . . . and planned; 
My footprint’s deep impressions 

Upon the silvery sand. 


At eve the tide came in; 
By moonlight’s silver ray 

My footprints and . . . my dreamings 
Both were washed away! 


And so with me—when life is done 
And I shall be no more; 

Forgot by all, save God, Who marks 
The footprints on the shore! 


MARY DONATUS 
Franciscan 
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MOON-SHEEP 


The Moon, a playful shepherdess, 
Lets down the pasture-bars; 

Then tumble into meadows blue 
Her shining sheep—the stars! 


MARY DONATUS 
Franciscan 


TRANSMUTATION 


Have you heard silence singing in the twilight, 
When all was hushed and gray, 

When black and still across white pools unrippled 
The shadows lay? 

When from the marshlands rose the mists upcurling, 
And not a wind-breath stirred, 

And not a cricket quavered from the eC OW, 
Nor note of bird— 

Have you heard silence murmurously singing 
Into your ear, 

A magic music wrung from depth of shadow 
And of fear? 


Have you seen beauty blooming in the wasteland, 
Where all lay parched and white 

Beneath the terror of the all-revealing, 
Enshrouding light? 

When noon lay level on the tortured prairie 
Where cloud-shapes never pass, 


[33 


34] Current Catholic Verse 


And dew drips not upon the rough-thorned cactus 
And tawny grass— 

Have you seen beauty, starry-petaled, blooming 
Before your eyes, 

The desert-rose that blossoms from the anguish 
Of burning skies? 


ELEANOR DOWNING 


Commonweal 


CAP AND BELLS 


I am a clown, a royal fool, 
A jester to the king; 
I sit upon a lowly stool, 
And laugh and dance and sing. 


Proud courtiers pass and look with scorn 
Upon my foolish ways; 

I am a child of Folly, born 
In sapiential days. 


I flaunt my bauble in the air, 
And vent my clownish spells, 
Before the face of them that stare 

Upon my cap and bells. 


Forsooth, I should put laughter off, 
And don a sober guise, 

The livery of a jester doff, 
To have them call me wise! 
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I am amused by their conceit, 
Pretense and pomp and show, 
And day by day at the king’s feet, 

A wiser fool I grow. 


Some of them strut through his domain, 
As though it were their own; 

Amazed, I note the frank disdain 
They wear before his throne. 


No gold is mine, no purple ease; ° 
His smile is my reward. 

I live my merry days to please 
His majesty, my lord. 


And he with favor looks on me, 
For he does not forget 

The day beneath a bleeding Tree, 
When he and Folly met. 


WILLIAM V. DOYLE, S.J. 


America 


THE OLIVE TREE CAROL 


Arise, Jerusalem, be lit, 

For look, He comes—thy Light! 
The world is dark, but thou hast day; 
The Three Wise Men are on their way 
From Persia; with a great array 

They travel through the night. 
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Dixit Apostolus 


Saint Paul, the apostle, he said thus— 
“The wild olive shall grafted be 
Into the goodly olive tree.” 

O wild-borne bough! 
Lift up, lift up thy silver shoot, 
Strow down, strow down thy golden fruit, 
For Christ is born of Jesse’s root 

In Bethlehem now. 


O lift thine eyes and look around, 
See where they come, and whence! 

The tide is turning, and behold 

The world flocks westward as of old, 

Led by its wisest, with their gold, 
And myrrh, and frankincense. 


Dixit Apostolus 


Saint Paul, the apostle, he said thus— 
“The wild olive shall grafted be 
Into the goodly olive tree.” 

O wild-borne bough! 
Lift up, lift up thy silver shoot, 
Strow down, strow down thy golden fruit, 
For Christ is born of Jesse’s root 

In Bethlehem now. 


“O Christ, the shepherds found Thee first, 
But we come very far; 

They had an angel nigh at hand 

And a plain speech to understand— 

But we were kings in our own land 
And lett it -forrvacstar. 
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Dixit Apostolus 


Saint Paul, the apostle, he said thus— 
“The wild olive shall grafted be 
Into the goodly olive tree.’ 

O wild-borne bough! 
Lift up, lift_up thy silver shoot, 
Strow down, strow down thy golden fruit, 
For Christ is born of Jesse’s root 

In Bethlehem now. 


HELEN PARRY EDEN 


Commonweal 


ACHIEVEMENT 


Solon, Plato, Socrates— 

Where does your vaunted learning stand? 
My grandfather was a schoolmaster 

In Ireland! 


Tall legions, Roman Caesar’s men— 
And trooped ye fearless to the sea? 

My father’s uncle brained a bull 
With the limb of an apple-tree! 


Fair handiwork of Raphael, 
Delicate still while ages pass— 

My grandmother knitted the silken stole 
A priest wore once, for Holy Mass. 
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Temples and shrines of the dreamy East— 
A tower will fall if man begin it— 
The thatched cottage of my sires 
Had two real windows in it! 


And Orpheus, thou poor lutanist— 
For all thy windy lyre played— 

My father whistled a little tune 
And he won a better maid! 


LEONARD FEENEY, S.J. 


America 


AT THE CONSECRATION 


I thought the rising sun upon 
The rim of sky and sea 

Would be the morning’s fairest gift 
Of vision unto me, 


Until I caught a glimpse of God 
When He was raised in air, 
Above the white horizon 
Of an old priest’s hair. 


LEONARD FEENEY, S.J. 


Messenger of the Sacred Heart 
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MY GRANDMOTHER’S DEATH-BED 


Lord, was there need of a bitter thorn 
To pierce her heart, 

She who is withered and weak and worn 
And broken apart! 


Why is the night so dark and no sky 
To brighten her, 

When You know how it takes but a little cry 
To frighten her! 
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When the smallest straw would have bent her low, 


So frail and cold, 
Why must You now a mountain throw 
On one so old! 


See how the rivulet wrinkles run, 
And will You place 

Another and yet another one 
On her tired face! 


“Hush!” cried the woman, “the hour of three 
Is night for me! 

He is up on the arms of a splintered tree 
In the sky for me! 

I am helping His mother to stand till He 
Will die for me!” 


LEONARD FEENEY, S.J. 


America 
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SONG OF THE MEADOW BOY 


My father went driving a mowing-machine in the meadow, 
My mother was running a sewing-machine in her room; 
"Twas my father who fed us, winning our bread in the 
meadow, 
While my mother was spinning our clothes from the 
wheel and the loom. 


My father went out of a day to sleep in the meadow, 
And many a sod did we lay to cover him all; 
My mother kept shedding her strength in tears by the 
meadow 
Ah, snowy and white was the length of her funeral pall! 


There is many a robin is preening his wings in the 
meadow, 

For courting his love what fanciful things will he find! 

They will wed and sing and drop and die in the meadow 

And their nest will emptily swing and fall in the wind. 


There are sounds full lonely tonight by the firs in the 
meadow, 
And I mark when the cricket whirrs in the brake and 
the broom, 
I am thinking I’m hearing a mowing-machine in the 
meadow, 
Or is it a sewing-machine in a dark little room? 


LEONARD FEENEY, S.J. 


America 
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Wie. hEACHER 


I drudge and toil—but I have my hour 
As I sit in my high-backed chair, 

With the wide adoring eyes of youth 
Upon me there. 


I tell them the tale of the mighty horse 
That straddled the gates of Troy, 

And it puts the wonder on Timothy, 
The grocer’s boy. 


I tell them of fair Endymion 
Who slept by the mountain stream; 
And little Hubert, the tinsmith’s lad, 
Begins to dream. 


And the tale of the winds and the Aulian maid 
Who died on the golden sands 

Makes David, the baker’s son, look up 
And wring his hands. 


Oh, there is a dream that is lightly passed, 
And one that is ne’er forgot! 

But what will become of the dreaming lads 
That I begot? 


Who'll mend the kettles and pots and pans 
Forever and evermore? 
And what will become of the baker’s shop, 
And the grocery store? 
LEONARD FEENEY, S.J. 


Commonweal 
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A FIELD OF WHEAT 


’Tis midnight and the prairie owl is lazy by the lake; 
And half of him is sleeping, for half of him is sly, 

But one side of his ugly face is very wide-awake 
With the moonbeams of midnight in his eye. 


"Tis starlight and the prairie owl is watching the tall 
sheaves, 
Those tireless, ever twisting, swishy silences of grain, 
All tangled and wind-laced and fluttering their leaves 
And murmuring and moaning in their pain. 


“Some of us,’”’ they whisper, “‘shall ripen in the spring 
And feed the hungry multitudes beyond the land and 
sea, 
And some of us shall tremble on the table of the King. 
Ah, which of us, dear brothers, shall it be? 


“And which of us shall falter when the wagon load is high, 
And fall from the heavy harvest when the men are 
hauling in, 
And trampled in the darkness of the furrows shall we lie 
And dream forevermore what might have been! 


“O Sacred Bread, O mystic Host, O snowy Gown of God! 
O dream of every blade of wheat that flickers in the 
sun— 
And shall we rise up beautiful and fragrant from the sod 
And be the raiment for the Holy One!” 


Current Catholic Verse [43 


"Tis starlight and the prairie owl has let his eyelid close, 
For tired heads must droop at last and birds may slum- 
ber sweet; 
But the waves rise, and the waves fall, and only the wild 
wind knows 
The everlasting restlessness of wheat. 


LEONARD FEENEY, S.J. 


America 


MATIN SONG 


What shall we bring, 

Thou Manger-Born, 

What gifts today— 

We empty-handed ones who only sing? 


We, who have naught to barter in the mart, 
What offering of beaten gold 

Phan: this... . 

The hidden lyre of a heart? 


Long, sweet-swayed branches of the fir 
Take Thou for holy frankincense; 

A spirit fragrant of a song unsung 
Our only myrrh. 


MILDRED FOWLER FIELD 


Commonweal 
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PALM SUNDAY 


There is a sound of wind far-off . . . or voices 
Above the water of an organ weaving 

“Hosanna” of the elements. ‘“‘Hosanna!”’ 

There is the sound of wind. . . and voices walking— 
Not choristers in purple caps and cassocks— 

But a brown multitude with palms and garments 

To fling before the Humble One... . a city 

Blue in the hot, white brass that is the morning. 


The rhythm changes, beats a minor murmur: 

~ Winds in the garden; sound of soldiers marching; 
Tumult of arms, glitter of shields and torches— 
Not the white petalling of new altar candles— 
But beacons dipped in blood and cruel feet marching. 
“Ooeeh! Ooeeh!’”’ a cry . . . not measured music— 
But the slow beat of feet and wailing sorrow 
Wrenched from the million-throated monster, milling 
Down to the market-place; and hammers driven 
To the sharp crunch of nails in living cypress. 


“Ooeeh! Ooeeh!”” . . . and this no golden symbol— 
Not the slow kneeling of a congregation; 

But the dead ring of agony and black winds 

Blasting the city with the sin of ages. 


MILDRED FOWLER FIELD 
Commonweal 


SHELLS 


When we return from the long-quiet places, 
Shall we find these old tortuous shells again? 
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Shall we look forth from smooth, earth-softened faces 
Into a selflessness beyond our ken 

But sentient? Or shall there be a sighing 
Here where the sinuous white-armed breakers comb 

The sea’s green hair... less than the lone loon’s crying— 
Less than the spray that splinters on old foam? 


Thin, bodiless and lost; forlorn to follow 
Down to the shore, with never a step to stain 

Its level peace? “There must be shells to hollow 
Some of the ecstasy of body-pain; 

To bowl the cry that once was you or me— 

As old shells bowl the sorrow of the sea. 


MILDRED FOWLER FIELD 


Commonweal 


CONSCIENCE 


The slanting silver curtains of the rain 
Shut out the world beyond my window-pane— 
Shut out the world, and shut me safe within. 


Respite is mine, for one hour, from the friends 
Who pity me, or ask of me amends, 
And from the net mine enemies would spin! 


Respite, said I? My lacerated ear 
No word of gossip or of blame may hear— 
But now is rent the veil, already thin, 


46] Current Catholic Verse 


*Twixt me and Thee: the World is shut away— 
What boots it, with no place my head to lay 
Save by thy ghastly countenance, O my Sin? 


WRIGHT FIELD 
Catholic World 


SILENCED 


I had not meant to be unkind; I spoke 
From a full heart—well-meaning, candid, free— 
And gave no further thought; so, utterly 
Was I astounded when the tempest broke. 
Then in me something grew that seemed to choke 
Much that had been a tender part of me; 
The world grew dark—nor heart nor brain could see— 
And I was tired this morning when I woke. 


There is a silence in my soul today 
Like that which fills a home where one lies dead, 
Where shades are drawn and not a word is said, 
And tapers burn, and friends steal in to pray. 
All I remember is last night I cried; 
Something—I know not what—grew cold and died. 


RUTH MARY FOX 
Commonweal 


PERSPECTIVE 


Let you come out and walk in the west, 

When the moon comes up and the sun goes down; 
Let you leave for a little then 

The crowded ways of the crowded town. 
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Let you come out to the cloudy cliffs, 
Come out and hear the sea mew cry; 

Let you watch the sails in the west 
Sailing along the starry sky. 


Let you come out and walk in the west, 

When the moon comes up and the sun goes down, 
And yourself will see how little then 

Are the crowded ways of the crowded town. 


ELLEN FRANCES GILBERT 


Magnificat 


NARROW STREETS 


No grass can grow in narrow streets 
Where each house crowds a shabby mate, 
And haughty birds their bricks despise; 
But high above, the deep blue skies . 
Are fair as over paradise; 

Between the narrow roofs of slate 

Rich sunsets pour their glory bright, 
And linger lovingly and late... . 
Drab lives, in poor and narrow streets; 
But oh, what joys, what splendors wait 
The coming of their night! 


FLORENCE GILMORE 


America 
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DREAD 


The years of wounding silence 
Break, with a gasping moan; 
Time coming, where’s your armor 

Against the thought—‘‘Alone’’? 


CAROLINE GILTINAN 
Catholic World 


SURRENDER 


In all the open places of the world 

I tried to find You. Deserts flung their sands 

In mockery, and stifled my demands 
Where You might be. Grim, towering mountains hurled 
Their silence at me. Oceans soft, impearled 

With sunset, only sighed. Long marshaled bands 

Of stars, in flight, were dumb. Across lone strands, 
Winds shivered; and the storm clouds swift, unfurled. 


Despairing, wearily again I sought 
My wonted path. Someone had gone before; 
A cup was set beside the spring, and where 
My steps must ford the brook, stones had been brought 
For crossing. Now I am content once more 
To tread the lowly way—I found You there. 


ROXANNA GRATE 


Commonweal 
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TANTALLON 


The yellow oat-fields lie asleep 
Along the landlocked bay 

Where little sighing ripples creep 
To make the seaweed sway; 

So seldom does a wild wind thrill 
The waves to mutiny.— 

Dear Lord, beyond Tantallon hill, 
The sea is calling me! 


The dusk is eloquent with bells 
As cows brush through the birch; 
A deeper, clearer chiming tells 
Of service at the church; 
Then dusk is dark and all is still 
On alder grove and lea.— 
Dear Lord, beyond Tantallon hill, 
The sea is calling me! 


There must be one at home to reap 
The oats and mow the hay, 

There must be one to tend the sheep 
While, tossing far away, 

My brothers brave and love their chill 
And awful Odyssey.— 

Dear Lord, beyond Tantallon hill, 
The sea is calling me! 


JOHN HANLON 


Catholic World 
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MOTORING 


The night is very still; against the sky 

The oaks stand black like carven ebony; 

White in the moon the shining highway streams, 
A river flowing to some sea of dreams; 

Far in the hills I hear a night bird’s note; 

In pools of darkness, window stars afloat 

Mark little houses. And that swift perfume 

Is breath of wild grape, from its tangled bloom. 


The night is very still; softly the motor sings 
A murmuring song of half-forgotten things. 


JESSIE VAUGHN HARRIER 
Catholic World 


TTOMORROW’S PEOPLE 


Blue-prints and mathematics and the strong 
Immediacy of metal—these have won 
The thoroughfares of wind we move along; 
Pointed a thousand fingers at the sun. 


A smoking rivet settles to the clinch, 

The netted cables quiver and snap tight; 
Icarus, in the whirring of a winch, 

Is fledged again for yet another flight. 
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These are tomorrow’s people, binding us 
With crazy courage to a girder end, 

Finding us footing there on ledge and truss— 
Sky-walkers with a province to defend, 

Who, even at the capstone, must appeal 

To a blind eagle flapping wings of steel. 


LESLIE NELSON JENNINGS 


Commonweat 


SPEECH AND SILENCE 


I saw two sisters mid the reddening shine 
Of dawn stand, finger-linked. One said, 

“All tense 
Delight of spirit-lifting eloquence; 
Passion; praise; judgment; orison divine 
Mid cloud-lit censers of wit’s inmost shrine; 
Laughter and tears; and song’s own ravishing sense 
Of meaning, mid harmonic mystery, whence 
Life crowns its own reflex with love; are mine!” 


Proudly she paused, smiling, as hand in hand 
They stood, and looked her sister in the face. 

I saw the second’s bosom-cincture swell 

With some deep thought, subdued to self-command; 
Seeming to murmur, through the mastering grace 
Of great grave eyes: ‘I am—the ineffable!” 


JOHN KANE 


Columbia 
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‘LO; A BOY GHORISTER 


The old church quivers at the sound of thy sweet voice, 
And vaulted arches drip with melody. 

A child they say—ah, it must be 

An angel sings in ecstasy, 
And cherubs hover close to me. 


“O Salutaris Hostia! 

O saving Victim, open wide 
The gates of Heaven 

To mortals here below!” 


Like liquid gold the wondrous cadence swells; in poise 
It lingers lightly and pervades the gloom. 

Then as a lark it wings on high, 

Beyond the stars, beyond the sky, 
Where choirs eternally their lauds resume. 


M. C. KELLEY 
Sign 


THESGAEING 


What are these words that beat their wings in vain 
Against the holden portals of my brain, 

Yet with swift flight and sure 

Find my heart’s inmost citadel 

And rest secure? 

Whence is their might? 
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How have they power to rouse me, as a bell 
Rouses a sleeping city in the night? 
Whence is this Pentecostal miracle? 

They fall with alien sound upon mine ear, 
And yet I hear, 

I hear, I answer. Gael with Gael speaks 
Across what seas of time, athwart what peaks 
Of silence, from what deeps! 

Not with my ears I hearken, but my blood. 
Its surges are at flood. 

There is a music in the fragrant night, 

A flame, a thunder, 

A beacon breaks in light, 

The chains are reft asunder, 

Torrent to torrent leaps 

Across the sundering gulf of griefs and years, 
Not with my tongue I answer, but my tears. 


BLANCHE MARY KELLY 


Commonweal 


ECSTASY 


When I was young, and the new day broke in 
At the white window-pane, showing its face, 
Something played for me with a violin— 
Saying that this world was a magic place, 
Where life went with mysterious, hidden state 
To some unspoken wonder consecrate! 


‘ 


54] Current Catholic Verse 


As I grew older, still within me grew 
That music, though the battles had begun— 
Though crying on the wind, the arrows flew 
Until they lifted darkness to the sun... 
Yet life remained a splendid, shining thing 
Fledged at each shoulder with a mighty wing! 


And still my heart perceives that violin; 
I lean with all my hearing to its tale; 
There’s a great music singing still within 
That tells of loveliness that must prevail: 
Night’s stars lean vast upon my window-sill— 
Wonder and glory, be my captains still! 


HARRY KEMP 


Commonweal 


RECOMPENSE 


Out of this clamor of the slakeless rain 

Shall come white splendor in a sodden field; 
The wind shall shout no longer, and shall yield 
To night-soft singing in the trees again. 

Out of this rending of the sky in twain 

By lurid lightnings shall the sun shine through, 
And lure the lark to carolings anew, 

And urge the thrush to tempt its latent strain. 
Out of this tumult of my soul shall come 

A sudden peace I had not dared to know; 
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A joy shall rise when my vexed lips are dumb 
And I shall laugh that I had grieved me so 

O’er pain that is not pain since I have learned 
That beauty lurks within the things I spurned! 


EMILE KESSLER 


America 


REMINDER 


My heart rejoiced that I could see 
The beauty of each bloom and tree, 
The glad green grass, the skies of blue, 
Where great white clouds went drifting through; 
The flaming dawn, the sunset, too, 
And oh, the silver of the dew! 

The fleeting feet of summer rain 

Like dancers in the golden grain; 

The rainbow and the harvest moon, 
And roses red with Love’s own June; 
My heart rejoiced, when lo, I heard 
A sound that in me strangely stirred, 
A tapping—sudden, sharp and quick, 
The tapping of a blind man’s stick! 


EDGAR DANIEL KRAMER 


America 
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SEAWARD 


Let me go seaward . .. softly ... alone. . . and die. 

Let my soul sweep up like a swift-winged swallow and 
pass. 

Let my soul swerve up like a blue smoke in a windy sky, 

And where I have walked. . . let the rain ruffle the 
grass. 


Let me go seaward, God, . . . broken and blind... . 
Ancient of grief and of gray and scarlet song. 

Let me go seaward as the sandaled wind 
“And the red and yellow leaves, feeling no bitter thong 


Of beauty cutting through my weary throat. 
Let me go seaward, God, deaf to the old, old 
Trumpetings of life . . . hearing only one high note 
Of Yours piercing the silence like a lance of gold. 


CHARLES T. LANHAM 


America 


WEBS 


I weave a web of song to snare 
A mood—the memory of a spray 
Of foam-flower, blossoms of the pear, 
I hold within a roundelay. 


A word of love, a robin’s note, 
A sea mew’s cry—lest I forget— 
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I capture from a throbbing throat 
And prison in a triolet. 


Or some sweet sorrow that has been 
Too prone to fade, like leaves that fall, 
I keep inviolate within 
The meshes of a madrigal. 


In sadder years when I misdoubt 
The beauty I was wont to sing, 

I'll open wide my web, and out 
Will flash a word, a song, a wing. 


MARY SINTON LEITCH 


Commonweal 


TRAILS 


What is there left me but the soft wind blowing, 
Now that you tell me that you may not stay— 

Only a whispered prayer to grace your going, 
Only the strength to speed you on your way. 


What is there left me but bright roses flinging 
Their slender heights above the meadow grass, 

The distant blue of hills, the wild birds winging 
Along the highways where your footsteps pass. 


What is there left me but white dreams that linger, 
Like moths that flutter through the realms of night; 
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White dreams which pause to touch with misty finger 
The passing shadows of a lost delight. 


What is there left me but pale petals flying, 
Moon paths which shimmer on a turquoise sea, 
Unshaken hope, and faith—yea, faith undying— 
That some white trail will bring you back to me. 


CLARE MACDERMOTT 


Ave Maria 


SHEPHERDS WATCH THEIR SHEEP BY NIGH® 


In some imaginary future, Time and Man have destroyed civiliza- 
tion and swept every trace of religion from the world. Ona hilltop 
a shepherd and his boy watch their sheep. After a long silence the 
old man speaks, and they talk together. It is a dark night, but 
full of stars. 


“How very cold the night is, and how bright, 
How big, the stars!’’ 


“Father, what are the stars?”’ 


“Why, just the stars, just small holes in the curtain 
Of the night.” 


“And do the heavenly spirits 
Watch me through those holes?’’ 


“And who are they? 
Get you to sleep, you are too young to watch; 
Get you to sleep. When you are old as I, 
You will not trouble with such questioning; 
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You will have grown accustomed to the stars. 
By day there is the sun—by night the stars, 
Unless there is a moon, or else the wind 
Covers the heavens with cloud.” 


* Father—— 
a “What now?” 


“What is the moon? And is the wind God’s breath? 
I think it is God’s breath. Is not the sun 
A lamp He lights by day to see me by?” 


“How should I know? I know that these things be, 
And always have been, and will always be, 

Just as I know I am a man, and you 

A silly child, who yet, save for mischance, 

Will grow a man, as I was once a boy. 

And this old fellow, sleeping, is a dog, 

And all my sheep are sheep, and some are lambs; 
This is the world, and all the world there is.” 


“But why am I a boy?” 

“Get you to sleep!” 
“But if I sleep, I dream, and what is dreaming?”’ 
“Oh, crazy boy! Dreaming is dreaming dreams.”’ 
“And what is sleep?” 

“Why, sleeping—sleep is rest.” 
BOnl tow f-wish I knew...” 

“What?” 
“Everything; 
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At times I seem to know, seem to remember, 
And then it goes again. I have a dream 
Sometimes, a strange dream, of another hill 
And other shepherds watching, voices singing, 
And a star—that is an answer to me. 

No, I don’t remember.—But I think 

That when God cries we feel the drops of rain.” 


“Whom do you mean by God?” 


“T do not know.”’ 
“T have not heard His name and I am old.’’ 


“T have not heard His name and I am young, 
But I remember Him. I may forget, 

Grown old and grown accustomed to the stars; 
You say so—but I think when I am old, 

I shall have found Him, like that old herdsman 
Who died last year from hunger—he knew Him; 
Or that young man that heals folk in the plains. 
If He is nowhere, wherefore should I love Him?” 


“Be done! Get you to sleep.” 


“Yes, I am tired 
And in my sleep I sometimes hear Him call.” 


He settles to sleep. The old man watches. 


MARGARET MACKENZIE 
Catholic World 
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THE SACRIFICE 


O were you at Gethsemane? 
And did you wait, and did you.see 
The blood-red drops of agony 
Drip from His forehead white— 
The loneliness, the dreariness, 
The faintness, and the weariness? 
And did you watch one hour with Him 
That long and dreadful night? 


O were you there in Pilate’s hall? 

And did you see, and did you hear, 

The motley surge, the hissing scourge 
Across His shoulders fair; 

The thorn-crowned Head, engirt with pain, 

The ragged robe—the spittle stain, 

The jeering crowd, the Savior bowed 
With shame—O were you there? 


And following still to Calvary— 
O did you hear and did you feel 
The awful thud, through flesh and wood, 
Of nails—the shuddering breath, 
The Mother’s woe, the contrite thief, 
The three hours’ torture, the relief 
(After one cry of agony) 
Of welcome, pitying Death? 


Then you were close to Magdalen 

With eager feet, with flying feet, 

Seeking the white and silent tomb 
Above the down-pressed sod. 
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“He is not there! But where, oh, where?’’ 
Then swift He came, and spoke her name; 
And in the dawn of Easter morn 

You knew that Christ was God. 


MARY E. MANNIX 
Ave Maria 


SONGS TO BE 


Far in the darkness I can hear them coming, 
And know not whether they'll be soon or late; 
The bugle call, the faint drums drumming— 
I cannot summon them, but only wait. 


Yet closer than their splendor creeps their sorrow, 
The sound of sobbing; but I cannot know 

Their cause of heart-break: on some morrow 
I'll learn what filled my heart to overflow. 


I hark the elfin fluting of their laughter, 
A thrush-note vague upon a distant tree: 
It well may gladden me hereafter— 
Already is its joy alive in me. 


The throbbing in my veins, the sudden passion 
Are but the answers to their secret cry. 

Oh, hasten! In whatever fashion 
Let me make beauty once before I die! 


‘THEODORE MAYNARD 


Commonweal 
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THE CIFE*OF* CHRIST IN US 


Life He would give us—life by life alone 
Communicated—therefore lived and died, 
And, though ascended to the Father’s side, 
Yet veils that glory on our altar stone. 

Life He would give us. What life but His own?— 
Not only life in His exemplified, 

Not only taught in words that shall abide, 
But by His healing touch bestowed and known. 
How more abundantly that life He gives— 
His flesh, His blood, His soul, Himself divine, 
No less than in His heavens, within us lives, 
And, as He changes now the bread and wine, 
Into His own would change our heart and will. 
Transform to heavenly what is earthly still! 


GEORGE V. A. MCCLOSKEY 


Sentinel of the Blessed Sacrament 


MOUNTAIN LAKE 


How this fair lake now lies serenely still, 
A turquoise set within a crater’s rim 
Whose once tumultuous flame and smoke made dim 
The face of heaven and scorched each mountain rill 
To steam; here grew no tree nor flower until 
The Hand that made the world was moved to trim 
The rebel fire, and it was changed by Him 
Who turns to living streams, the stony hill. 
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So may my soul, dear God, when life is done, 


And when the fires of passion flame no more, 


When smoke from ashes of regret is gone 


And tempests cease to wake a tranquil shore, 
Thus lie at rest and mirror back to Thee 
The beauty of Thine own immensity. 


JOHN MEEHAN 


Commonweal 


LOVE IS A THEME FOR SONG 


Love is a theme for song, but who can sing 


Of that vast, brooding love which knows no place, 


Nor boundaries of years, but which can fling 


Its haloed essence through frontiers of space, 
Melting in dripping sweetnesses of grace. 


Who can fathom love which strains at bars 


Of high omnipotence, and dares to be 


Blood brother to a creature! He whom stars 


Serve in His Heaven’s glittering panoply, 
And angel hosts adore incessantly! 


Who can inspire love if He cannot, 


Who burns to flame behind the perfumed veils 


Of Eucharistic silence? He has brought 


Love from the prismal depths of things through trails 
Blood-reddened with the sacrificial flails! 
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What love is this distilled from every pore, 
Of bleeding majesty! How can you sing 

Of lighter loves, ye poets, how adore 
The shadow for the substance when the King 
Of Love and Beauty begs remembering? 


MARY KEELAN MEISEL 


Columbia 


MONODY 


Oh, he could make two grass blades grow, 
Where only one had smiled before, 
Because his words were messengers 
Of welcome at his heart’s bright door. 


The green trees budding in his brain 

With saintly kindness tinged with mirth, 
He nurtured, and at last cut down 

As firewood for a beggar’s dearth. 


Never the bells of his holy mind _ 
Rang notes of discord to deaf ears— 
The angels knew his hungry breast 
A belfry was for sinners’ tears. 


Against his body’s shaking shell 
At length there blew a shattering breath; 
Now hearts are dark tonight, but he 
Lights up the house of death. 


J. CORSON MILLER 
America 
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NOVEMBER 


Now in the midst of grief-anointed days, 

When dying leaves are harassed by the wind, 

The maples’ torches fade—the wild geese pass. 

The frost, that sewed thin shrouds on tree and grass, 
Is digging little graves for homeless flowers, 

Whose beauty for a space made meadows glad. 

Stout market-women chafe their ruddy hands 
Against the cold that creeps along the street-— 

A smoky crape of haze clings to the sun. 

~ Young girls dream merrily of lovers’ trysts, 

And housewives sort with care rich fruits in jars, 
While old men puff long pipes in nooks of ease . . . 
So fall away the honeyed crumbs of life; 

Grey beards turn white with each frost-glittering dawn, 
And winter whets his knife across the stars. 


J. CORSON MILLER 
Commonweal 


ON A PAINTING OF ST. CATHERINE 
OF SIENA 


Her hands are like frail snowflakes, but her eyes 
Look out on seas where dawn-proud roses rise, 
And from her hair a fleet of golden sails 
Departs at dusk, ’mid notes of nightingales. 


Two shell-like ears are poised for echoes pent 
In Raphael’s angelic firmament; 


Carrent Catholic Verse [67 


Her lips are doors whence lovely legends run 
Of snow-white virgins kneeling in the sun. 


Comes now a twilight-chapel, steeped in myrrh, 
Where rapt Cellini molds the face of her, 
Scrolling upon that holy house—her breast— 
The Bleeding Thorns for her eternal crest. . . 


How silver-soft these moon-hushed moments climb, 
As still as Gouda’s peace when vespers chime! 

God wove through her rich tapestry of years 

Red strands of mystic joy akin to tears, 


J. CORSON MILLER 
Rosary 


MEMORY OF THE CORNICHE ROAD 


Road that like a scroll 

(A many-tinted scroll), 

Dark with pines, gay with blooms, 
Unwinds beside the sea; 

Where silver-dusted olives 

(A tangled fringe of olives) 

Sway and droop, droop and sway, 
In wistful ecstasy. 


Road that passes mountains 

(Rose and purple mountains), 

Umber-shadowed, flecked with gold, 
Flung against the sky; 
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Flaunting gypsy caravans, 

Corsairs, Moors, and Saracens, 

Roamed this road, sailed this sea, 
While centuries drifted by. 


Road that passes valleys, 

(Smiling, peaceful valleys), 

Deep and still, deep and still, 
Inland—far and free; 

Fraught with many windings, 

With shining, beckoning windings, 

Where drowsy torrents trickle 
Their way to sapphire sea. 


And, oh, the velvet blackness 
(The silent, steadfast blackness), 
Where reverential cypresses 
Point unto the stars; 
When night unfolds her curtain, 
Her lucent, swaying curtain, 
To wrap it round, wrap it round, 
O’er all things near and far. 


Road that is a scroll 

(A wondrous-tinted scroll), 

Dark with pines, gay with blooms, 
Unwinding by the sea, 

I know your old enchantment, 

Your mystic, deep enchantment, 

And feel the spell of vanished things 
You whisper back to me. 


JEWELL MILLER 
Catholic World 
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OLD TOWN ON THE MEDITERRANEAN 


There is a ruin on the hill. 
Down the cliff a little rill 
Tells the tale of an old town, 
Quaint, fantastic as a clown 
Decked in checkered squares. 
Once, long since, it tumbled down; 
Caught, with clever hands, the crown 
Of a rocky ledge turned brown. 
There it still hangs dizzily, 

Far above the sea! 


Little flights of tangled stairs 

Turn, and trip you unawares— 

Some bleached golden by the sun, 

Others tunneled and weed-run. 

Follow, you who dare! 

Leap across a crooked lane 

And, perching on a chimney-vane, 

You'll find yourself upon the roof 

Of a house without a pane— 
And only holes for doors. 


All the streets run, hiding, 

Along a parapet, 

A-playing with the shadows 

That ever shift and fret 

Upon the pink and yellow stones, 

While up and down the stuccoed walls 

From long green shutters, closed or bent, 

Hangs many a flutt’ring bright garment, 
That surely no one owns! 
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See! Up a flight of crumbling stairs 

There creeps a corsair in a cloak; 

I know he hides a cruel joke 

Behind his eyes, and shares 

A secret with a pirate bold 

Who hid a box of Spanish gold 

In a guardroom strange and old, 

With walls that zigzag up and down, 

With dungeons deep and armaments 
That ghostly grin and frown. 


But then, within a stone’s throw, 
You'll see, quite suddenly, 
A garden full of lavender, 
And a bush of rosemary! 
Ah, that’s the joy of an old town— 
To find at every turn 
A wishing well, and maiden-fern, 
A cloistered court, with carven urn, 
All tucked away quite dizzily 

On a ledge above the sea. 


JEWELL MILLER 
Catholic World 


PROCESSION 


(A Reverie upon the Feast of a Patron Saint of Italy) 


Roman watchtower on the cliff, 
Your mission, long essayed, is o’er. 
Once a stronghold of mighty men, 
Now a stern and solitary monitor 
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Facing the vistas of antiquity! 

Still from out the empty sockets 

In your rugged brow 

Gleams forth a potent challenge 
From the past; 

And when the summer solstice comes, 
Your rock-ribbed path, long isolate, 
Resounds to living feet. 


Then from these towering heights 
File down, in bright array, 

Young men, begirt with medieval shields 
And armed with halberds 

Wrought of shining gold; 

Old priests, with flickering altar lights 
For yonder lonely crypt, 

Where lies the rock-bound grave 

Of patron saint; 

The yellow candle-glow reveals them 
Etched against the night, 

The crimson of their robes 

Warming the pale ivory 

Of the Crucifix 

Devoutly pendent upon their breast. 


See—phantom silver galleons, 

From out the past, 

Have come once more to anchor 

Below the moon-white chapel 

By the sea, 

And sway rhythmically upon the waves, 
The while they view this recreation 

Of their bygone day. 
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Light winds stir along the shore, 
And croon a low enchanting tune, 
Until star flowers blossom 

On the rocks, 

To dance their fragile lives away 
Before the eager fingers 

Of another dawn 

Do seek to pluck them! 


A strange procession this— 

That weaves a spell about me 

Of armored youth 

And chanting priests, whose acolytes 
Bear swaying censers, 

And hold aloft slender tapers 
Whose lambent flames 

Pierce the canopy of night. 


° 


I watch—nor stir— 

Lest e’en the intake of my breath 
Should break this pageantry 

Of vanished men 

Who unfurled the princely banners 
Of the Faith, 

And carvéd mighty kingdoms 

In this mellow dust 

Ere time had claimed them all. 


JEWELL MILLER 
Catholic World 
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PETTTION 


I do not ask your smile, 

Your kiss, 
Your April years; 

I only crave what none may miss, 
Your fears. 


I do not beg the flower, 

The fruit, 
Your summer wears; 

Some winter hour when joy is mute, 
Give me your tears. 


JOHN RICHARD MORELAND 


Commonweal 


SCIENCE 


Since of all truth the sum shall be revealed, 
And man shall burst the long-beleaguered door 
Of unimagined science, and explore 
The depth of teeming ocean, and the sealed 
And silent mountains; scan the remotest field 
Of myriad stars; rifle the mystic lore 
Of secrets, held by Death’s grim janitor 
Within the compass of his iron shield— 
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Yet, if the whisper of the heart is dumb, 
If holy love is found a withered bloom 

And the deep wells of faith and hope are dry, 
Man, in the pride of reason, will become 

An Atlas, prisoned between earth and sky, 
A Titan, stumbling on abysmal doom. 


CHARLES G. MORTIMER 
Catholic World 


‘(CHE DYINGBEOEA 


During this hour shadows touch his eyes, 
For he has turned his back upon the sun. 
Lo, now he dies, as any other dies 
Who has not wandered far, as he has done, 
Beyond the blood-marked roads of beasts and men, 
Up to a pale field curved against the sky, 
Writing of Beauty, with a golden pen, 
Finding new shapes of love to deify. 


Bare are his hands that once wore Beauty’s rings 
Yet proud his pale kissed mouth, and sweet his hair 
To which the fragrance of her touch still clings. 
Weary of love, and all things frail and fair, 
He lies, at last, upon an austere bed, 
And tho’ low voices praise his classic style, 
And tho’ soft fingers fall upon his head, 
He does not care; he does not turn, nor smile. 
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Tis safe to bring him now a budding flower, 
Or lay a small soft bird upon his breast; 
He shall no more slay hour after hour, 
Seeking a word of magic to suggest, 
Vaguely and faintly, his delight of such 
Bewildering things, and not again shall be 
Startled or stabbed by Beauty’s sudden touch, 
Nor serve her with his former gallantry. 


What do you say to him, all you who come 
In somber garments? Oh, what do you say, 
Since the sweet-singing youth is stricken dumb, 
And cannot shame you now as yesterday 
He shamed you for your false and foolish words? 
What could you say that he might understand, 
Whose loved ones were the flowers and the birds, 
Whose hands ne’er drooped beneath a human hand? 


See, he is glad to die; he does not call 
For music nor for wine nor anything; 
From these veiled eyes no more bright glances fall, 
From these still lips no rapturous murmuring. 
Slowly he seeks the earth, as others seek 
Grandeur and charm; and this shall be his gain; 
Not Beauty’s touch again to mark his cheek, 
Nor Beauty’s voice again to teach him pain. 


HELENE MULLINS 


Commonweal 
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TO— 
(After Reading a Volume of Tales Translated from the Persian) 


Some day, perhaps, when you are gone from me, 
And all the things we loved are veiled with dust, 
And I am old and tired enough to trust 

Myself alone with any memory, 


I shall take down this book we have possessed 
Together for a strange, enchanted hour, 
And find my youth, a crisp and faded flower, 
Between the brown-stained pages, neatly pressed. 


HELENE MULLINS 


Commonweal 


ISOLATION 


It were a marvelous experience, 
But an impossible, to be alone; 
Not from the memory can be overthrown 
Pale specters of innate intelligence; 
Ghosts of dead hopes come creeping through the dense 
But futile jungle round about us grown, 
And every leaf and flower we disown 
Speaks with companionable eloquence. 


Turn from the throng, no hermit will you be, 
While hermit-thrushes bid you time of day; 
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Nor is seclusion where in sleep you nod, 
For dreams are parents of thought progeny; 
Even could all things else be swept away, 
Somehow and somewhere always there is God. 


z BENJAMIN MUSSER 


Magnificat 


TOUCHED 


Though it be mad to call the mind a cave 
Where gulls are prisoned in a rocky dome, 
His was a solitude too deep to save, 
Sleepy with tides and luminous with foam. 


For never could he call the simple word 
And bid it serve the uncompleted thought. 

The stars were seed ... . and by a migrant bird 
That sought a nest, the splinter-moon was brought. 


Few minds have green waves breaking in them, or 
A row of pillars measuring the sky, 

And pigeons falling through an Attic door 
To lurch where ruined marbles lie. 


GEORGE O’NEIL 


Commonweal 
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ECCE HOMO 


O Christ upon thy cross, 
I look upon thee now, 
The thorns about thy brow, 
Thy arms pinned down 
With blood a-crust, 
Thy feet with blood red-dyed, 
The spear-thrust 
In thy side. . 
I pitysthees wo; 


O Christ, look on me now, 
Nailed to the cross of life, 

Life’s cares about my brow, 
My arms pinned down 
By fear and lust, 

My feet by sloth and pride, 
Love’s spear-thrust » 

Ins my “side: ...\2 
And pity-me. <2... 


EDWARD H. PFEIFFER 


BUTTEREEY 


Here and there, here and there, 
From the daisy to the clover, 

Weaving through the air, 
Gaudy little rover! 


Current Catholic Verse [79 


Here the grasses bend and bow, 
There between the milkweeds grow 
Buttercups in dancing row. 

Kiss them one and kiss them all 
Ere the night’s thick shadows fall; 
Kiss them in thy passing by, 
Butterfly! 


Here and there, here and there, 
High and low in mazy flight, 
Every petal, swift as fancy, 
With a sunbeam’s necromancy, 
Touch as light. 
Like a leaf in the breeze 
Rest a-quiver at thy ease, 
While the nodding flower, 
Charmed beneath thy magic power, 
Biushing, hopes to please. 


Here and there, here and there, 

Waft thy shadow-wings about. 

Here and there, in and out, 

Burrow in the chalice-gold; 

Filmy wings, open, fold. 

Up, down—o’er the mead. 

Kiss the blossom, shun the weed. 

O blithe sprite! 

Breath of joy! Soul of light! . 

All the field has lost its gleaming. 
Art thou vanished from the eye? 

Or were we dreaming, dreaming, dreaming, 


Butterfly! 
EDWARD H, PFEIFFER 
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LIFE 


There was a low, dull droning in my ears, 

I saw faint bodies bended, dim and gray, 
And faces soft behind a blur of tears. 

Cold lights like weary stars hung far away. 


And muffled voices pelted me like rain. 
I hardly heard and did not understand. 
White lips about me seemed to cry with pain. 
From every shadow poured a stretching hand. 


There was a scent of roses lost in smoke. 
A famished taste grew ghostly in the air, 

And shapes untouched like bubbles soared and broke . . . 
There was a haunting vagueness everywhere. 


Then through the shapes a wave of motion went. 
Toward me they came and never turned aside. 

Through me they passed . . . I knew not what it meant, 
And then I half remembered I had died. 


EDWARD H. PFEIFFER 


GARMENTED 


Wear mourning weeds? No, thank you. 
True, I’ve sinned; 
In sables then was clad from top to toe. 
But at the first sweet tear of penitence 
Jesus was nigh and swiftly tore them hence, 
‘Then washed me in His Blood as white as snow; 
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In costly festal robes of light I go, 

My hand in His, for He is ever kind; 
And only when He bids me look below, 

I see that cast-off heap and weep me blind. 


M. S. PINE 
Rosary 


GOOD COMPANY 


I read the verse with sudden breath 
And far-off, wistful eyes: 

How of an evening Adam walked 
With God in Paradise. 


To trace that path, my fingers turned 
Each seven-gifted book ... 
Until I found a little road, 
That trickled ’cross a brook. 


And climbed an inauspicious hill, 
Where crosses gaunt and stark 

Threw blood-red shadows on the earth 
Though sun and moon were dark. 


And whoso takes that stony path, 
Wherever it be trod, 
From morning unto evening cool 
Shall walk again with God. 
EDWARD S, POUTHIER, S.J. 


America 
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SERMONS IN STONES 


What kindlier fate has creature known 
Than God assigned to simple stone? 


To lie the daisy rows between, 
Cooled by the lichen’s silver green; 


To fence broad fields where sowers sing 
Their harvest hopes in early spring; 


Or, happier still, to shoulder well 
A home where little children dwell. 


Nay, some may rise from primal sod, 
To corner-stone a house of God. 


But oh, the kindliest lot of all, 
That may the meanest stone befall: 


To feel Christ’s Blood and Body rest 
Serene against its altar breast. 


If God treats stone so, what shall span 
His multitudinous love for man! 


EDWARD S, POUTHIER, S.J. 


America 
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THE NEW YEAR 


A flower unblown; a book unread; 
A tree with fruit unharvested; 

A path untrod; a house whose rooms 
Lack yet the heart’s divine perfumes; 
A landscape whose wide border lies 
In silent shade ‘neath silent skies; 

A wondrous fountain yet unsealed; 
A casket with its gifts concealed; 
This is the Year that for you waits 
Beyond tomorrow’s mystic gates. 


HORATIO NELSON POWERS 


Truth 


MYSTERY 


The Day 

Holds in its heart decay; 

The Night 

Conceals its offspring, Light. 
CHARLES J. QUIRK, S.J. 


Catholic World 
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THE BETROTHAD OF MARY 


While evening swoons, ’mid starlight to repose, 
A girl, pale-robed, as vestals were of old, 
Yet fairer, purer, for her heart is stoled 

In utter chasteness, stood—as the moon uprose— 

Revealed a second Eve, who sin o’erthrows; 
Half child, half lily, did the swaying seem, 
Within that lilied garth, her eyes adream, 

As now God’s love through all her being flows. 

Love and Love’s ecstasy to her was given, 

Such as no mortal knew or felt before; 
Her sinlessness hath crowned her evermore 

The sweetheart of the sovran Lord of Heaven! 
Now Heaven itself close to the earth doth hover, 
As Mary is espoused by God, her Lover! 


CHARLES J. QUIRK, S.J. 
Catholic World 


CHRISTMAS 


Why is earth dressed in white? 
With blossomy stars alight? 
Why holy, shy, and gay?... 
"Tis her Communion Day. 
Upon her aged breast 

God’s Lambkin soon shall rest. 
She lifts Him high again 

For the straying souls of men. 


CHARLES J. QUIRK, Srus 
Grail 
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BUTTERFLY WINGS 


Some far-off summer day, when you shall see, 
O’er golden poppy-beds, gay butterflies, 
Dark-winged, like pirate sails on sunset skies, 
Perchance soft wings shall flutter timidly 
And touch your cheek. From long-forgotten springs 
Shall come a host of tender, vanished charms— 
Soft fingers on your face, clinging white arms . . . 
Oh, magic touch of dusky velvet wings! 


LOUISE CRENSHAW RAY 


Commonweal 


THE MILLION DOLLAR RAIN 


Dawn after dawn flung up the sky 
Great flags of flaming light; 

Noon after clanging noon crashed by; 
Night swooned to breathless night. 


Men cursed, while ravening sun-dogs leapt 
Upon their fields and flocks; 

But dream-eyed Joan, prayer spent, bewept 
Her fainting hollyhocks. 


And then, one vast, black cloud-hulk rolled 
Above the thirsty plain, 

And from its lightning-riven hold 
Poured floods of quenching rain. 
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Men slept, held by the tempest’s might 
In half-sensed lyric thrall; 

But dream-eyed Joan stayed up all night 
To watch the miracle. 


HELEN PURSELL ROADS 


Commonweal 


LOVE, THE: MAGICIAN 


Were every pool a whispering-well 
And every grove a haunted place 
Where lovers, if they knew the spell, 
Might gaze upon their loved one’s face; 


Were every blade of grass a wand, 
And every elm a fairy-tree, 

And every hundredth grain of sand 
A charm to bear you straight to me; 


I should not tarry in their debt, 
I could disdain all magic art, 
Because I wear the amulet 
Of Love’s own magic in my heart. 
HENRY MORTON ROBINSON 


America 
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WATER 


Green tug on the river 
Sturdy as a plow, 

With a brass stern-capstan 
And a rope-nosed prow; 

Slant-funnelled chaser 
With a clean-shaved jaw, 

Ripped through sea-planks 
Like a bright steel saw; 


Raft on a turtle-pond 
Moored to a willow, 

Sleeping all summer 
On a lily-pad pillow; 


If you must have water 
Which will you take: 
Ocean, or river, 
Or lily-choked lake? 


HENRY MORTON ROBINSON 


America 


TO A NEW ENGLAND POET 


Not yours the land where sunlight strikes upon 
Fantastic leaves of tropic jungles, where 

Color invades the mind, and chattered mirth 
And screaming calls of brilliant darting birds 
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Confuse the blue remoteness of the air. 

Your soul is lonely in the winter hills 

Of northern solitude when deep snows fold 
White silence on the heart as on the earth, 

And though you break the stillness, all your words 
Are tortured as a homeless man with cold. 


LORETTA ROCHE 


Commonweal 


TO. THE, ChEY (INV THE SNOW 


On brick and stone and trees all stark and bare 
The snow comes softly, swiftly drifting down, 
Transforming this prim spinster of a town 

Into a sparkling princess passing fair. 

With alabaster brow and frosty hair, 

And icy jewels in her ermine gown, 
She wears the glistening steeples for a crown, 

And rears her crystal diadem in air. 


And then the moon sends down a silver beam, 
The scintillating stars their sapphires show, 
Amber and rose from friendly windows stream, 
And multi-colored lights flash to and fro, 
Tinting with fairy hue and dancing gleam 

The too cold beauty of the fallen snow. 


AGNES O’GARA RUGGERI 


Commonweal 
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THE WOLF OF GUBBIO TO ST. FRANCIS 


Dear holy Saint, you have given me loving counsel, 
And I reverence you for it. 

But before I promise anything, 

Just one word about those people up at Gubbio— 
They’re worse than the animals 

Because they know better!— 

They lie and steal and cheat each other, 

And beat their poor overworked horses 

Until they drop in their tracks— 

Then call themselves Christians! 

Isn’t it enough to make even a wolf laugh! 
Please tell them for me 

That if everybody loved us as you love us 

There would soon be no wild animals 

Nor beasts of prey. 

—Yes, certainly, I'll reform, [ll be a good wolf. 
But, mind you, St. Francis, 

I am doing this entirely for you. 

Not for those people up at Gubbio! 


ANNA MCCLURE SHOLL 


Catholic World 


TORRO ite SKY 


Top o’ the sky, top o’ the sky, 
Up, my heart, to the top o’ the sky. 
For never since baby mother knew 
Has anything happened half so true. 
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“And what,” said Heart, “‘can ever this be, 
This exaggerated immensity?” 

“Listen,’’ said Soul, “‘and I'll whisper swift 
Of a wonder of wonders Christmas gift.” 


Top o’ the sky, top o’ the sky, 
Up, my heart, to the top o’ the sky. 


“All gifts,’’ quoth Heart, “of worth I know, 
For I have loved since long ago.” 

“Ah! no,” cried Soul, “‘the gift I sing 

Is love, fulfillment, everything.”’ 


Top o’ the sky, top o’ the sky, 
Up, my heart, to the top o’ the sky. 


Then still stood Heart and gave good heed; 
And Soul began, ‘‘Of David's seed 

Was born today the Baby Christ, 

And all our erring love was priced.”’ 


Top o’ the sky, top o’ the sky, 
Up, my heart, to the top o’ the sky. 


“Ah! then,”’ cried Heart, “‘come night, come day, 
I’ll serve that Babe, nor say Him nay. 

Both, Heart and Soul, we’re erring twins; 
Let’s to the Babe and leave our sins!’ 


Top o’ the sky, top o’ the sky, 
Up, my heart, to the top o’ the sky; 
For never since wise men were born 
Was man so dear as on Christmas morn. 
Top o’ the sky! 
CHRISTOPHER R. STAPLETON 
Catholic World 
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IN EARTHEN VESSELS 


Though from a jar unseen the waiting bowl 
Be crowned with gallant liquor to the brim, 
A lurch may spill, a crack may drain the whole 
Red joy and set the pavement flags aswim. 
And if the goblet be of Grecian birth 
Embossed with shapes heroic or divine, 
Prize it no less nor more than painted earth 
Privileged a while to hold Olympian wine. 


Beware, O Ganymede, the banquet law 

That pardons neither stumble, jolt, nor slip; 
Guard well the goblet against every flaw 

The while you bear it to the parching lip 
Firmly, unlagging, not a step too fast— 
Nor heed the less that it must break at last! 


CHARLES WHARTON STORK 


Commonweal 


PERPETUA 


With you all women fall; 
Through you all women rise. 
There is no tale at all 
Whispered of wrath or wrong 
Nor one exultant song 
Strange to your steadfast eyes. 
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Upon your cheeks have flamed 
Old fires of sacrifice: 
You stood nigh Vashti, shamed. 
Your little hands are red 
From Holofernes’ head 
And sweet with Miriam’s spice. 


I am the slave of years, 
You of all time made free; 
I fail mid doubts and fears. 
You, by one impulse stayed, 
Gracious and undismayed, 
Marvel that doubts can be. 


HENRY LONGAN STUART 


Commonweal 


THEY WOR 


Triste lupus stabulis . . . 


I am the wolf that howls by night. 
Down in the valley beneath my lair 
I watch your windows twinkle bright, 
Your chimneys plume on the still blue air. 
Oft, when the wind from valeward comes 
I sniff the reek of your sweating flock. 
The muzzle wrinkles over my gums, 
And I sing my sorrow to pine and rock. 


Some day, sick of hunger and cold, 
I may slip from my den and creep 
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Down to the byre and the fold 

Where fat sheep huddle and sleek kine drink. 
Oh! you'll shoot me—cut off my head, 

Flay my pelt from me—stretch it tight. 
But I shall have fed ’ere I be dead. 

I am the wolf that howls by night. 


HENRY LONGAN STUART 


Commonweal 


OLA DEAD “ACTOR 


What symbols, laid amid the cypress boughs, 

Proclaim thy rank? The sword of tinseled lath 

Felt at thy heart? The pasteboard crown which hath, 
Worn but an hour, compressed and gripped thy brows? 


Through unapplausive streets we bear thee home, 
Our raddled cheeks by daylight all unmasked 
Of mirth or majesty, and none hath asked: 

“What do you with great Caesar far from Rome?” 


True artist from the forehead to the heel, 
Who stirred the frieze, made animate the bust! 
Surely, where in the session of the dust 

Death shows thy patent, he hath owned thee real 
As any moldered head whereon fate thrust 

Its golden diadem or avenging steel. 


HENRY LONGAN STUART 


Commonweal 
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MOTHER MACHREE 


Of all the mother songs I know, 
One deepest stirs the soul of me, 


One quickest sets my heart aglow, 
Mother Machree, Mother Machree! 


Teutonic strength and Latin grace, 
These are in my mother’s face; 

But Irish are my mother’s eyes 

And Irish is the rose that lies 

Upon her cheeks with ling’ring bloom, 
Like gloaming soft in twilight room. 


Teutonic strength and Latin grace, 
These are in my mother’s face; 

But Irish is my mother’s hair 

That now is white as snowdrifts where 
No slightest trees their shadows fling, 
But once was dark as blackbird’s wing. 


Teutonic strength and Latin grace, 
These are in my mother’s face; 

But Irish is the heart of her, 

The best and deepest part of her, 
The heart that beats with love for me, 
Irish mother, Mother Machree! 


FRANCIS TALBOT 


Magnificat 
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TO PAUL FRANCIS, AGED TWO 


The Father, Holy Ghost, and Son 
Joined to make you, little one. 


The Father made you greatly free, 
The Son redeemed you on the Tree. 


The Holy Spirit, pouring grace, 
Made you an heir to Heaven-place. 


By Mother Mary’s mantle blue 
Colored were the eyes of you. 


Some Saxon saint his halo fair 
Loaned, to make your sunny hair. 


St. Luke the artist modeled chin, 
Rosy cheeks with dimples in. 


From Cecelian organ-note 
Came sweet laughter in your throat. 


And I am sure two saints foreknew 
Names that would be given you. 


So ardent Paul made you his heir, 
Destined in his zeal to share. 


Assisi’s Francis for his part 
Gently shaped your little heart, 


And gave you poet’s eyes to see 
God in sun and bird and tree. 
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- But martyred babes of Bethlehem, 
What is it you have from them?— 


Such innocence as when I see, 
Reverent awe awakes in me. 


FRANCIS TALBOT 
Magnificat 


A PRAYER 


Who am I, Lord, who dare to pray? 
And yet—ah, do not turn away! 


Such as I am, I come to Thee. 
Such as I am, Lord. Pity me. 


Accept the will that is so weak, 
The love I know not how to speak, 


The little, broken offering 
Of all I am, of all I sing, 


Of all I think, and hope, and feel— 
Take all, O King! Far off I kneel, 


And cannot rise to go to Thee 
Unless Thou comest, first, to me! 


MARY DIXON THAYER 


America 
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AT DAWN 


O World, you are too beautiful! 

I cannot sing 

The sudden glory of the spring— 
I cannot tell_in words the ways 

Of autumn through enchanted days! 


O World, you are too beautiful! 
Shadows and scents 

And sounds—of these, your sacraments, 
Mortals too carelessly partake, 

O World, when will a poet make 


A song that fully utters you? 

Ah, would that I 

Might clasp your swiftness in a sigh, 
Might brim your silence in a word— 
Might speak what in the dawn is heard! 


O World, you are too beautiful—_ 
For pity press 

Not closer in your loveliness 
Against our hearts! Exquisite pain 
Is in the sunshine and the rain . 


Slim grasses leaning on the wind, 

And shining wings 

Of butterflies, and little things 

That happen in the leaves have power 
To wound me as they wound a flower. 
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O World, O World, be temperate 
In your caress-— 
Withdraw a little, loveliness! 


MARY DIXON THAYER 


Commonweal 


BIRD-SONG 


Do you see that bird in the sky? 

It is my love for you! 

My love is like a bird— 

A bird with shining wings; 

Like a bird in the dusk it flies, 
Like a bird in the dusk it sings . 
And under the moon it drifts, 

And over the curving sea, 

And my love blows with the wind 
Through gates of mystery. 


Ah, catch the shadow that falls 
Along the meadow-grasses! 
My love is a bird that calls— 
My love a shadow that passes... 
MARY DIXON THAYER 


Commonweal 
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YOUTH 


O Youth, still I am yours! Still for an hour 
My heart trembles beneath your swift caress. 
Too willing captive am I to your power, 
Too eagerly I give, and you possess! 
Through the blue dusk you come and, intently, 
I listen for your step where lilies grow 
Paler than dreams. In amongst them, gently, 
Teach me, O Youth, the beauty that you know! 


(Was it the wind that stirred? . . . Wasitasigh? ... 
The lilies bow their heads . . . The night is deep... 
Was it a shadow touched us, and passed by? 
Why are you sad, O Youth? Why do you weep?) 
There falls a sound as of far seraphim .. . 
Then silence. Hush .. . the light of stars is dim. 


MARY DIXON THAYER 


Commonweal 


LEGACY 


To you, 

Loving the wordless look of winter, 
I bequeathe 

The smoke-blue shadow 

Of an apple tree on snow. 


It is a fan for you, 
Woven of twigs that remember 
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The anxiety of robins 
Over young— 

Bright jets of song, 
Clouded sunsets, 


And a dark wind. 


It is mine to give 

Because I thought of it; 
And yours to keep 

Because you are acquainted 


With beauty! 
MARTHA BANNING THOMAS 
Catholic World 


THE SHRINE 


When the road is clear ahead, 
Without a twist or turn, 

How easily we find the way 
Along the laughing burn. 


But when the dark of night has come, 
And not a landmark seen, 

No sunlight in the woods around, 
No ripple on the green, 


And when the mist has closed us in, 
Gray, smothered, as a shroud, 

And when the rocks have bruised our feet 
And all the way in cloud, 
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When crossroads come, that fearful choice, 
Which shall we take and when? 

God send to us a little shrine 
Upon that roadside then. 


Catholic Worle 


MARCH KITES 


Now it is March again, the air is clear 
And cloudless after days of plenteous rain; 
A hundred boys and girls with kites appear 
And paper birds are fluttering again. 
With ruddy faces in the open fields, 
They run, mad laughter brimming at their lips; 
And ten go up, a fleet of blazoned shields, 
And ten go up, a fleet of snowy ships. 


Under the budding birches, feeling gray 
And lonely and unutterably sad, 

I sit and watch the children at their play, 
Dreaming the while, of how another lad, 

On other March days, beautiful as these, 
Launched his armadas on the happy breeze. 


HAROLD VINAL 


Commonweal 
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TEARS AGAINST THE MOON 


Tears on my pillow—who has wept 

Here while my worn eyes slept? 
Tears—many tears—within what ghost-world shed— 
For what persistent dead? 

By day my lids have opened, dried 

And wise with that old grief that died; 
Tears on my pillow—ah, what lovely face 
Has visited my sleeping-place! 

What lovely voice has said 

Ineffable canticles of the dead? 

What soft reproaches spoken 

For love-troths broken? 

What sweet confession made 

Of heart-desires delayed? 

What long adieux sighed o’er and o’er? 

My mind recalls no more. 

Tears on my pillow—witnesses in vain 

Of half-remembered pain! 

Her vision draws away unto eternal day, 
Leaving the noon for my content 

But holding a lament 

To slake the moon and stars of our commune, 
Tears on my pillow—tears against the moon. 


THOMAS WALSH 


Commonweal 
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A VIOLIN MAKER 


He chooses maple, mellowed brown by time, 
And with an artist’s eye plies adz and plane 
Until the beautiful and naked grain 

Is curved and polished like a matchless rime. 

The sides, the rounded top, the two-fold back, 
All whittled to the niceness of a feather, 
Lie edge on edge, so snugly laid together 

His roving thumb can feel no ridge nor crack. 


The voiceless parts he cunningly glues fast, 
Adds fingerboard and neck, strings, pegs, and scroll, 
And magically breathes into the whole 

The miracle of music, which at last, 

When he is but an echo of dead years, 

Will move the world to rapture and to tears. 


WILLIAM WALSH 


Columbia 


GETHSEMANE 


His white hand rested on an olive tree. 

He leaned a moment, wiping from His brow 
The moisture from the climbing of the hill, 
Then slowly raised His head. The southern sky 
Was powdered fine with dust of countless worlds, 
And there was one that gleamed as red as flame, 
And in the low west hung the paschal moon. 
The olive trees were a strange, dusky silver; 
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The groping starlight clung to them; all seemed 
Dreamlike, unreal, yet too real for dreams. 


The Son of Man looked down where Peter slept, 
Peter and James and John, and gravely smiled 
That even flesh so strong should be so weak. 

He knew His hour was near. The sigh He breathed 
Came back with some familiar redolence 

Out of the past. It was a flower, cupped 

And white, in brambled thickets by sharp rocks, 
Like a pure heart unsullied by the world, 

And He had seen it first near Nazareth, 

And loved its amaranthine innocence. 

It summoned homely roofs, the loneliness 

Of boyhood, the shrill whine of saws in beams, 
Kind voices, human sounds that wove themselves 
Into a childish human consciousness 

Dreaming the awful reveries of God. 

Life seemed a jewel in the hand of death, 

A brief dear boon, full of the beautiful 

That dies in sunsets and in all farewells. 

He knew what Never meant—that aching word 
Heavy with loss, most musical with grief, 

Grief for the stones His feet would press no more— 
Never the pungent smell of olives crushed, 

Never the clover where the grass was rich, 

Never tall lilies, crimsoning at dawn, 

Never the fresh ripe grapes at vintage time, 
Never the fat figs rounding in the sun, 

Never the mumbled blessings of the poor, 

The timid touch of Mary’s hand on His, 

The clean night wind among the barren thorns, 
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The friendliness of near, white, dazzling stars, 
The balm of work, the ecstasy of prayer— 
No more, no more—the Son of Man must die. 


He knelt. His strong hands met above His head 
While long and long He prayed; not as men pray, 
But lost in silence melting into God. 

So still He lay, His body might have died 

Pouring its spirit in the warm spring air 

Like incense on the altar of the world. 

Infinity bent down between the stars 

To cloak the Soul that almost slipped its leash. 
The whirling skies were mute; the night stood still. 
Above a distant ocean throb He heard 

In rhythm with the Pulse that sped the suns, 

Slow time unraveling from eternity, 

Time, like a thread unwound from God’s vast robe, 
The vesture mortals call reality, 

For men to weave again in newer symbols 

Of faith, hope, charity, and toil and pain. 


On time’s diastole of years and hours 

The Christ seemed lifted by invisible 

Unfriendly hands, to where He saw, far down 

In space, whirling among the scattered stars, 

The shriveled globe of the brown, ill-favored earth, 
The Penitential sphere of crippled souls, 

And each of them He loved. . . . The pagan night 
Descended on His tomb. ‘The banqueters 

Lay under falling roses, drunk with wine 

And kisses, mad with impious despair, 

And laughed His words away. Nero He saw, 


106] Current Catholic Verse 


And Elagabalus and Julian, 

And old Rome’s grandeur tottering to decay, 

To be the compost heap where presently 

Should spring the perfect flower of Christian hope, 
Sudden and strange, miraculously fair. 

Swart cities, in the light crepuscular 

That smoothed their ugliness, grew kind and gay, 
Lifting on spires against the pearly skies 

The rich dark promise of the Cross; Our Lord 
Could see it borne, stained red with martyrs’ blood, 
To mountain wilds, dank rivers tropical, 

Oceans of ice, and deserts cursed with heat, 

Till all the world was girt with charity, 

And men who had been worse than beasts aspired 
(Like spiders striving up from star to star, 
Falling and bruised, to rise and climb again) 

To stand before the very throne of God. 


But slinking at their heels, to filch their souls, 
Prowled evil shapes, the legions of despair. 

In Christ’s sweet name men slew their fellow men, 
And stole their children’s land. For God’s dear sake, 
His own, whom He had said the world would hate, 
Fell victims to the world. Old hard-faced kings, 
Professing Christ, drove crafty bargainings 

To make the Church of Christ their servitor; 

They kept Christ’s vicar in a golden cage, 

And foul joy reigned in Hell. Seeing the Church 
The pawn of greed, the toy of lustful power, 

The prince of evil turned more subtle wiles 

Against the gates of God. He puffed with pride 
The one-eyed zealots, petty theologians, 
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Who with their sifted questionings and doubts 
Blinded the sheep, and starved them on dry husks 
Of what had been a faith, dissecting here 

And patching there, till all the Church was split 
In sects and sects and splinterings of sects, 

And neighbors hated with a heathen hate 

While wolves in garb of sheep with fawning words 
Dissolved Christ’s teachings to fantastic lies, 
Explaining Him away in his own name. 


Yet in despite of Hell lived on the Faith— 

As when a bed of luscious strawberries 

Is overgrown on some forsaken farm 

By knotgrass and the wiry goldenrod, 

And clover with its rank and purple head, 

Till men no longer gather berries there; 

Yet in that black soil year by year the vines 

Creep through the shade with silent hardihood 

And bring forth richer fruit amid the grass, 

The berries larger and a darker red, 

Red as the wine that warmed the lips of Christ, 
Red as the blood that trickled down the Cross— 
So in the lusts and conflicts of the world 

Lived on the gospel of eternal love 

And soothed the savage times. Men filled the earth; 
They burrowed, dove like fishes, flew like birds, 
They made all things their slaves—yes, all but death. 
Death laughed, and cut them down, and fed his worms. 
Blood stained the smug and greedy days of peace, 
And blood cried out for blood in fiendish wars 
Made ten times murderous by scientists 

Whose godless wisdom shut from their hard hearts 
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The truth revealed to innocence and love. 

Till in remote sophisticated times 

Old Moloch leered above the gory earth 

In that last war of wars, red pagan hordes 
Against the unconquerable Cross; and cities 

Built of steel were wilderness again 

Where piped the screech owl to a withered moon 
Sick with the memories of Babylon 

And quiet worms feasting on the hearts of queens. 


Sin, sin that steals away the sleep of men, 

Where will you lay your burden? How will God 
Compound so infinite a guilt, unless He feel 
Your infinite remorse? And how shall God 
Bear shame unless He stoop to share man’s fall? 
Here on this silent solitary back 

Pile up your disillusioned agonies 

Even to shroud the stars; no other back 

Is innocent enough to bear them all... 

All foulnesses that germinated deep 

In the still womb of time—anger and pride; 
Lust, the mother of fear; and envy, small 

And poisonous; dull, slothful ignorance, 

Blind avarice, that wizens up the soul— 

All frailties of men, Lord Jesus knew 

And pities, knowing hate was love turned sour, 
And even greed perverted piety. 

He was the purse-proud sybarite, the thier, 

The slayer and the slain, the slanderer 

And those he slandered; yes, the painted drab 
Who slouched and shivered past some tavern door 
Accursed and laughed at—He could love the good 
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Deep trodden in her heart, and knew its ache, 

And how the lust and cruelty of men 

Had twisted her poor soul. All human guilt, 

All misery were His, all weariness, 

When ‘Father,’ He cried, ‘““Thy will, not Mine, be 
done!”’ 

Then tortured, scourged, stretched through the void 
of night 

Upon a cross that wracked the universe 

From pit to unimagined heights of heaven, 

He was the battlefield of life and death. 

Time shriveled, and eternity was now; 

Space crumbled, and the here was everywhere. 

The whole creation groaned and parched with thirst, 

And life moved swift and terrible to God, 

And death gave up the ghost. 


Now from His pain emerged a holy peace. 
Serene, free, luminous, and innocent, 

The peace of God. Now kind hands bore Him up 
To solitudes where nothing reigned but Love. 
He was the light that kindled all the suns. 

The little moons revolved beneath His feet. 
The gemmed night veiled the glory of His face. 
His thought was music, grave, majestical. 

A flawless beauty was the air He breathed. 

His heart was warmed with all-wise innocence, 
And all things sang His praise. 


With a great sigh that like an autumn wind 
Passed shivering through the stars and saddened them, 
The God bowed down again to mortal need, 
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Put off His glory and took up the cross 

Of aching flesh, of hands that nails would pierce. 
The cool night air brought hollowly 

The sound of many voices. Torches glowed 

Far down the slope. He walked with thoughtful steps 
To meet the crowd, and when one came, He smiled, 
And called poor Judas by the name of friend. 


WILLIAM WALSH 
Catholic World 


BALLADS 


He knew no music; but he liked to hear 

Kind women’s voices in a twilight sing, 

And he would sit by firelight, listening, 

His thin face shaded, smiling where he leant, 
Faintly, his eylids drooped, his grey head bent, 
Building perhaps the little daylight jest 

By which the ones who loved him knew him best. 


But when one old unhurried song of death 
Murmured along the unmoved singer’s breath, 
Unchangedly and sweet and long of ending, 
There was a lady came into the room 

Out of her grave, we knew, smiling, and bending 
Lightheart to him, as if she had no tomb, 

Who knew him swift and proud and gladly gay, 
And he was young again while she was young... 
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He said no word; only if then they sung 
“Loch Lomond,” he slipped quietly away. 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 


Commonweal 


POFAwyYOUNG.GIRU 


Never be a beggar maid; 
What does it mean 

To peer through a hedge 
At the wealth of a queen? 


Sleep in the brambles 
And dine on a stone 
Till you can show her 
A crown of your own. . 


MARGUERITE WILKINSON 


Commonweal 


POs LEVUDE 
THE NATIONS’ CONSECRATION 


(Text of the hymn officially adopted, after competition, 
for the Twenty-eighth International Eucharistic 
Congress at Chicago.) 


O Christians, raise your hearts, 

Oh, magnify your birth; 
God of one blood has made 

All those who dwell on earth. 
All praise unto our Eucharistic King! 
All praise unto our Eucharistic King! 


Lord God of Hosts, behold, 

What Christ’s Blest Prayer has done: 
““My Father, may they be 

As We are, Father, One.” 
All praise unto our Eucharistic King! 
All praise unto our Eucharistic King! 


Our lives we consecrate, 
Each nation, race by race; 
Oh, may we meet again 
To sing before Thy Face. 
All praise unto our Eucharistic King! 
All praise unto our Eucharistic King! 


SISTER MARY OF THE ANGELS 
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CATHOLIC MAGAZINES PUBLISHING VERSE 
With Abbreviations Used in Yearbook 
(M=Monthly W=Weekly Q=Quarterly) 


Am.=America. 329 West 108th St., New York City. Rev. F. X. 
Talbot, S.J., Lit.Ed. (W) 

A. C. Q.=American Catholic Quarterly Review. 610 South Wash- 
ington Square, Philadelphia. (P.O. Box 605.) (Q) 

An. V.=Annals of the Association of Our Blessed Lady of Victory. 
Lackawanna, N. Y. (M) 

An. L.=Annals of Our Lady of Lourdes. Notre Dame, Ind. (M) 

Ant.=Antidote. Friars of the Atonement, Graymoor, Peekskill, N. Y. 
Brother Paul James Francis, Ed. (M) 

Ap.=Apostle. 5123 Commonwealth Avenue, Detroit, Mich. Rev. 
Fr. M. Thomas, R.M.M., Mgr.Ed. (M) 

A. M.=Ave Maria, Notre Dame, Ind. Rev. D. E. Hudson, Ed. (W) 

Bee.=Beehive. 907 Catherine St., Pekin, Ill. Rev. A. M. Grussi, 
Ed. (W) 

Cath, Ed. R.=Catholic Educational Review. Rev. Thomas A. Shields, 
Ed., 1326 Quincy St., N. E., Washington, D, C. (M) 

Cath. Sch. J.=Catholic School Journal. 445 Milwaukee St., Mil- 
waukee, Wis. (M) 

Cath. W.=Catholic World. 120 West 60th St., New York City. 
Rev. J. M. Gillis, S.P., Ed. (M) 

Col.=Columbia. 44 Wall St., New Haven, Conn. Myles Connolly, 
Ed. (M) 

Com.=Commonweal. Suite 4624, Grand Central Terminal, New 
York City. Michael Williams, Ed. (W) 

Em.=Emmanuel. 184 East 76th St., New York City. Rev. J. 
Graham, S.S.S., Ed. (M) 

Ext.=Extension Magazine. 180 N. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
W. D. O’Brien, Ed. (M) 

Far E.=Far East. Chinese Mission Seminary, St. Columbans, Neb. 
Rev. E. J. McCarthy, Ed. (M) — 
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F. Afar=Field Afar. Maryknoll, N. Y. (M) 

Fort. R.=Fortnightly Review, 5851 Etzel Ave., St. Louis, Mo. Rev. 
Arthur Preuss, Ed. (Semi-M.) 

Fran.=Franciscan. St. Bonaventure Monastery, 174 Ramsey Street, 
Paterson, N. J. Rev. Cornelius Madden, O.F.M. (M) 

Fran. H.=Franciscan Herald. 1434 W. 51st St., Chicago, Ill. Fr. 
Faustin Hack, O.F.M., Mgr. (M) 

Good W.=Good Work. 462 Madison Ave., New York City. Very - 
avs Wa dG IDyaworey, 1k (uly) 

Gr.=Grail. St. Meinrad, Ind. Rev. Benedict Brown, O.S.B. (M) 

Holy G.=Holy Ghost Magazine. Holy Trinity, Russell Co., Ala. 
Rev. J. J. Loftus, Ed. (M) 

L.=Lamp. Graymoor, Peekskill, N. Y. Brother Paul James Francis, 
ids =@M) 

Lig.=Liguorian. Redemption Fathers. Oconomowoc, Wis. (M) _ 

Lit. Fl. C.=Little Flower Circle. Mrs. M. M. Anderson, Houseman 
Bldg., Grand Rapids, Mich. (M) 

Litt. Fl. Mag.=Little Flower Magazine. Box 1317, Oklahoma City, 
Okla. (M) 

Lit. Miss.=Little Missionary. Techny, Ill. Rev. Hugo Hagspeil. (M) 

Mag.=Magnificat. 131 Laurel St., Manchester, N. H. Sister Mary 
Ignatius. (M) 

Man.=Manna. Salvatorian Seminary, St. Nazianz, Wis. (M) 

M. I.=Mary Immaculate. Laurel Heights, San Antonio, Texas. John _ 
F. Donnelly, Ed. (Q) 

Mess.=Messenger. Wayne Highway, Carthagena, Ohio. (M) 

Mess. O. L. S.=Messenger of Our Lady of Sorrows. 3121 Jackson 
Boulevard, Chicago, Ill. Rev. J. W. De Vincier. (M) 

Mess. S. H.=Messenger of the Sacred Heart. 515 East Fordham Road, 
New York City. Rev. Charles J. Mullally, Ed. (M) 

Miss.=Misstonary. Apostolic Mission House, Brookland, Washington, 
D. Gs Rev. Peter! J, © Gallaghanw (Vp) 

Mt. A.=Mount Angel Magazine. St. Benedict, Oregon. (W). 

Our M.=Our Missions. Society of the Divine Word, Techny, Ill. 
Rev. Hugo Hagspeil. (M) 

Our Y, P.=Our Young People. St. John’s Institute, St. Francis, Wis. 
Rev. M. M. Gerend, Ed. (M) 
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Pan=Pan, Poetry and Youth. Notre Dame, Ind. Charles Phillips, 
Ed. (M) 

Para.—Paraclete. Holy Ghost Apostolic College, Cornwells Heights, 
Pa. Rev. John Griffin, Ed. (M) 

Pil.=Pilgrim. 503 East Fordham Road, New York City. Rev. 
Ignatius W. Cox. (Q) 

Plac.=Placidian. St. Anselm’s Priory, Brookland, D. C. Dom 
Augustine Walsh. (Q) 

Q. W.=Queen’s Work. 626 N. Vandeventer Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 
Rev. Edw. F. Garesché, Ed. (M) 

Ros.=Rosary Magazine. 884 Lexington Ave., New York City. Rev. 
Thomas W. Schwertner, Ed. (M) 

St. A. Mess.=St. Anthony’s Messenger. 1615 Republic St., Cincinnati, 
Ohio. Rev. Alfred Hermann, O.F.M., Ed. (M) 

St. A. Mon.=St. Anthony’s Monthly. St. Joseph’s Industrial School, 
Clayton, Del. Rev. Joseph P. Handley. (M) 

Salve R.=Salve Regina. Rt. Rev. Thomas J. Shahan, Ed. Catholic 
University, Washington, D. C. (M) 

Sav. C.=Savior’s Call, St. Nazianz, Wis. Fr. Winifrid, S.D.S. (M) 

Sent.=Sentinel of the Blessed Sacrament. 185 East 76th St., New 
York City. Rev. Alfred Vey. (M) 

Sign=Sign. Union City, N. J. Care of the Passionist Fathers. Rev. 
Theodore Noonan, C.P., Ed. (M) 

Signet=Signet. College of Mt. St. Vincent, New York City. Blanche 
M. Kelly, Ed. (Semi-annual) 

T. and P.=Tabernacle and Purgatory. Benedictine Convent, Clyde, 
Mo. Rev. P. Lukas, Ed. (M) 

Th.=Thought. 329 West 108th St., New York City. Rev. Wilfrid 
Parsons, S.J. (Q) 

Tr.=Truth. 407 Bergen St., Brooklyn, N. Y. Rev. Wm. F. Mc- 
Ginnis, Ed. (M) 

Vin.=Vincentian. 1605 Locust St., St. Louis, Mo. Rev. Robert J. 
Power, C.M. (M) 

W. B.=Working Boy. Newton Highlands, Mass. Bro. Fabian, 
Cre eed. “6O)) 

Y. C. Mess.=Young Catholic Messenger. 124 East Third St., Dayton, 
Ohio. George A, Pflaum, Publisher. (Semi-M) 


BIOGRAPHICAL HONOR ROLL 


AUSLANDER, JOSEPH. Born Philadelphia, Pa., Oct. 11, 
1897. Harvard; University of Paris, B. A., 1918. 
Writer and lecturer. Author: Sunrise Trumpets, 
1924; Cyclops’ Eye, 1926 (Harper’s). In numerous 
anthologies. Lloyd McKim Garrison prize at Har- 
vard; Contemporary Verse prizes, three years suc- 
cessively; Blindman prize; Poetry Review (British) 
prize; Fugitive prize; and others. Address: 110 East 
31st Street, New York City. 


BLAKE MARIE. Born Boston, Mass., Feb. 2, 1876. 
Academy of the Sacred Heart, Boston; one year, Rad- 
cliffe College. Home-maker. Braithwaite (1926). 
Address: 212 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 


BLUNT, REV. HUGH FRANCIS. Born Medway, Mass., 
Jan. 20, 1887. Public schools; Boston College; 
St. Laurent College; St. John’s Seminary, Bos- 
ton; ordained to priesthood, Dec. 20, 1901; LL.D. 
Notre Dame University, 1920. Author: Poems, 
1911 (Magnificat Press); Songs for Sinners, 1912 
(Devin-Adair) ; Christmas Dream of Friar Celeste, 
1920; My Own People, 1921; The Book of the 
Mother of God, 1924; Spiritual Songs, 1925 (all 
four, Magnificat Press) ; Great Wives and Mothers, 
1917 (Devin-Adair) ; Great Penitents, 1921 (Mac- 
millan); The Dividers, 1920 (Magnificat Press) ; 
Fred Carmody, 1914 (Devin-Adair) ; Homely Spir- 
ituals, in press (Macmillan). .Braithwaite (1926). 
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First prize in Marian contest, Queen’s Work, 1919 
(gold medal). Address: 49 Sixth Street, East Cam- 
bridge, Mass. 


BRIDGE, SYLVIA V. ORME. A nun. 


BURNS, CHESTER A., S.J. Born Cleveland, O., April 
21, 1896. Loyola High School; John Carroll Uni- 
versity, Cleveland, 1910-1915; St. Stanislaus Semi- 
nary, Florissant, Mo., 1915-1919; St. Louis Uni- 
versity, school of philosophy, 1919-1922; school of 
theology, 1925-1926; A.B. and A.M. Professor, 
Latin literature, St. Ignatius High School, 1922-1925; 
student of theology, 1925-1926. Address: St. 
Louis University, St. Louis, Mo. 


CALLAGHAN, GERTRUDE. Born New York City. Pri- 
vate school. Author: Inheritance, 1924; Witch 
Girl, 1926 (Blue Faun Publications). Braithwaite 
(1925) ; Maynard (1926). Catholic Writers Guild 
Prize, 1924. Address: 327 Convent Avenue, New 
York City. 


CARLIN, FRANCIS (James Francis Carlin Mac Donnell). 
Born Bay Shore, Long Island, N. Y., Aprile: 
1881. St. Mary’s Parish School, Norwalk, Conn. 
Floorwalker. Author: My Ireland, 1917 (privately 
printed) ; second edition, 1918 (Holt); The Cairn 
of Stars, 1920 (Holt). Braithwaite (1918, 1919, 
1922, 1925); Rittenhouse (1919); Widdemer 
(1920); Richards (1921); Colum (1922); Wil- 
kinson (1922, 1925); Cook, (1923); Morley 
(1924, 1926); Strong (1924); Robinson (1925); 
Smith (1925); Benét (1925); Stevenson (1925); 
Maynard (1926). 
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CARROLL, REV. PATRICK JOSEPH, C.S.C. Born Ireland, 
1878. University of Notre Dame, B.A.; Duquesne 
University, Litt.D. Professor of poetry and Vice- 
President, University of Notre Dame. Author: Songs 
of Creelabeg (Devin-Adair); Round about Home, 
short stories (Ave Maria Press); Memory Sketches, 
story sketches (School Plays Pub. Co., South Bend, 
Ind.) ; Three Plays for Boys; Life of Christ (for 
course in religion) in preparation. Kilmer, Dreams 
and Images. Address: University of Notre Dame, 
Notre Dame, Ind. 


Copy, REv. ALEXANDER J., S.J. Born Auburn, Calif., 
Aug. 6, 1886. University of Santa Clara; St. Louis 
University, A.M. Principal, University of Santa 
Clara High School, San Jose, Calif. Author: Our 
Lady Courtesy and Other Poems, 1925 (Univer- 
sity of Santa Clara Press). First and third prizes 
Marian Poetry contest, 1920. Address: Univer- 
sity of Santa Clara High School, College Park, San 
Jose, Calif. 


CONWAY, KATHERINE E. Born Rochester, N. Y. Madame 
Nardin’s Academy, Buffalo; Sacred Heart, Rochester. 
Laetare Medal, University of Notre Dame; pro 
ecclesia et pontifice, Pius X. Author and editorial 
writer. Author: On the Sunrise Slope, 1881 
(Catholic Publication Society Co.); Watchwords 
of John Boyle O'Reilly, with Estimate of the Poet, 
1891; A Dream of Lilies, 1893 (both, J. G. Cup- 
ples, Boston); Fiction: The Way of the World 
and Other Ways, 1900 (Pilot Pub. Co.) ; Lalor’s 
Maples, 1902 (Pilot); The Woman Who Never 
Did Wrong, stories, 1909 (Thomas J. Flynn 
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Co., Boston); The Family Sitting Room Series (5 
vols.) ; A Lady and Her Letters, 1894 (Pilot) ; Mak- 
ing Friends and Keeping Them, 1895; Questions of 
Honor in the Christian Life, 1895; Bettering Our- 
selves, 1899; The Christian Gentlewoman and the 
Social Apostolate, 1901; Travel: New Footsteps 
in Well Trodden Ways, 1900 (Pilot); from 1907- 
1925 (both dates inclusive) four volumes, religious 
and historical, for private circulation, schools, and 
communities; ready for publication, later poems, 
etc.: The Color of Life. Stedman’s anthology; 
Kilmer, Dreams and Images. Address: 1 Atherton 
Place, Egleston Square, Boston, Mass. 


DAVIES, MARY CAROLYN. Born Sprague, Wash. Uni- 
versity of California, New York University. Author: 
Drums in Our Street; Youth Riding; A Little 
Freckled Person; and fourteen other works. Emily 
Chamberlain Cook poetry prize, and others. Ad- 
dress: Box B, Rockaway, Oregon. 


SISTER MAry Donatus, C.I.M. Born Philadelphia. 
Member of faculty, Villa Maria College. Address: 
Immaculata, Pa. 


DOWNING, ELEANOR. Born New York City. A.B. 
magna cum laude, Trinity College, 1918; M.A. Co- 
lumbia University, 1920; Oxford University, 1923- 
1924, first American woman candidate for Ph.D. 
Head of English department, Georgian Court Col- 
lege. Kilmer, Dreams and Images; Schnittkind 
(1918); Trinity Book of Verse (1918); Maynard 
(1926). Address: care of B. F. Downing & Co. 
47 Pearl St., New York City. 
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DoyLe, REV. WILLIAM VINCENT, S.J. Born Chicago, 
Ill., Sept. 30, 1888. Regis College, Denver; St. 
Louis University, M.A., 1925. 


EDEN, HELEN Parry (Mrs.). Born London, Eng., 
1885. Rocdean School, Manchester University, 
King’s College Art School. Poet and critic. Author: 
Bread and Circuses; Coal and Candlelight; The 
Rhyme of the Servants of Mary; A String of Sap- 
phires. Vice-Chancellor’s prize for English prize 
poem. Address: Quince Cottage, Tisbury, Wilt- 
shire, England. 


FEENEY, REV. LEONARD, S.J. Born Lynn, Mass., 1897. 
Entered the Society of Jesus, 1914. Student of 
theology at the Jesuit Seminary, Woodstock, Mary- 
land. First volume of verse to appear soon. Ad- 


dress: Woodstock College, Woodstock, Maryland. 


FIELD, MILDRED FOWLER. Born Oxford Junction, Iowa, 
Jan. 5, 1897. Privately educated. ‘‘No profes- 
sion or business; hobbies: writing, playing violin, 
gardening, housekeeping.”’ Braithwaite (1926); 
Davis (1923, 1924); Keith Preston (1924). Ad- 
dress: 1719 A Avenue, East, Cedar Rapids, Iowa. 


FIELD, WRIGHT. Born Catlettsburg, Ky. ‘‘Attended 
public schools in six states.” Editor and writer. 
Author: Greeting Verse (Gerlach-Barklow, Joliet, 
Ill.). Braithwaite (1922, 1926). Address: 1201 
McKinley Avenue, Yakima, Wash. 


Fox, RUTH Mary. Born Racine, Wis., May 18, 1891. 
St. Catherine’s Academy, Racine, 1900-1908; Saint 
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Clara College, Sinsinawa, Wis., now Rosary Col- 
lege, River Forest, Ill., A.B., 1912; University of 
Wisconsin, A.M., 1913. Instructor in English, Mil- 
waukee State Normal School. Address: Rapids 
Drive, Racine, Wis. 


GILBERT, ELLEN F. Born Delhi, New York. Dela- 
ware Academy; Auburn Summer School, psycho- 
logical course; Albany Business College; courses in 
the short story and English literature. Editor and 
writer; on staff of the American Humane Association. 
Braithwaite (1922). Address: 322 Hillside Ave- 
nue, Stapleton, Staten Island, N. Y. 


GILMORE, FLORENCE. Born Columbus, O., Feb., 1881. 
Educated by the religious of the Sacred Heart, 
St. Louis. Author: Two Vincentian Martyrs; The 
Martyr of Futuna; For the Faith; translations 
(Maryknoll Press). Address: 176 South 18th Street, 
Columbus, O. 


GILTINAN, CAROLINE (Mrs. Leo P. Harlow). Born 
Philadelphia, Pa., April 19, 1884. Public schools, 
Philadelphia; University of Pennsylvania. Writer 
of verse and housekeeper. Author: The Divine 
Image, 1917 (Cornhill Pub. Co.). Compiled, with 
Joyce Kilmer, Dreams and Images, an anthology of 
Catholic verse, 1918. Braithwaite (1915, 1917, 
1918, 1920),1921, 1922,1923, 1924, 1925.19 7aae 
Stork (1923); Stevenson (1925); Moult (1926) ; 
Rittenhouse (1919); Richards, and others. Served 
in A. E. F. two years. Formerly on staff of the 
Associated Press. Address: Journey’s End, Jeffer- 
son Park, Alexandria, Va. 
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GRATE, ROXANNA. Born Zanesville, O. Ursuline Con- 
vent, Brown Co., O.; Litt.B., Notre Dame Uni- 
versity. Teacher. Address: 2800 Reading Road, 
Cincinnati, O. 

HANLON, JOHN (John Hanlon Mitchell). Born Hali- 
fax, Nova Scotia, Canada, 1897. Dalhousie Col- 
lege, B.A., 1918. Address: 81 Ingles Street, Hali- 
fax, Canada. 


HARRIER, JESSIE VAUGHN (Mrs. Lewis G.). Born 
Jackson, Mich. University of Michigan, B.A., 1892. 
“Writing, housekeeping, gardening, club and social 
work.’’ Address: 6457 Benvenue Avenue, Oakland, 
Galif. 


JENNINGS, LESLIE NELSON. On editorial staff Current 
Opinion. Address: 45 East 55th Street, New York 
City. 

KANE, JOHN. Born Belfast, Ireland, Oct. 17, 1860. 
St. Malachy’s College, Belfast, 1889; A.B., LL.B., 
LL.D., Royal University of Ireland. Solicitor of 
Supreme Court, Ireland; attorney and solicitor of 
New Jersey. Author: Household Library of Irish 
Poets, 1887 (Daniel Connolly). In 1883 won 
prize of ten pounds offered by the newspaper United 
Ireland (Dublin). Address: 82 Grand Street, 
Hoboken, N. J. 

KELLEY, MARCELLA C. Born Cincinnati, O., 1890. 
Sisters of Notre Dame, a member of Notre Dame 
de Namur Alumnae. Private secretary. Address: 
825 East Rockdale Ave., Cincinnati, O. 

KELLY, BLANCHE Mary. Born Troy, N. Y., May 6, 
1881. Convent of the Sacred Heart, Albany; Litt.D. 
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(honoris causa), 1918, College of Mt. St. Vin- 
cent, New York City. Professor of English and 
journalism, Mt. St. Vincent College; editor of the 
Signet. Formerly editorial manager of the Catholic 
Encyclopedia. Author: The Valley of Vision, verse, 
1916; Mary the Mother, prose (both, Encyclopedia 
Press). Various anthologies, including Maynard 
(1926); Walsh (1926). Address: Marillac Lodge, 
College of Mt. St. Vincent, New York City. 


Pl HARRY. Born Youngstown, O., Dec. 15, 1882. 
Common schools, Kearney, N. J.; Mt. Hormon Pre- 
paratory School; University of Kansas. Writer. 
Author: Judas: a Biblical Drama; The Cry of Youth, 
verse (Kennerley) ; The Passing God, verse; Chanteys 
and Ballads, verse; Boccaccio’s Untold Tale, one-act 
plays (Brentano’s) ; The Love-Rogue, translation of 
the original Don Juan play from the Spanish of 
Tirso de Molina (Boni); Tramping on Life, auto- 
biographical novel (Boni & Liveright) ; for publica- 
tion, The Sea and the Dunes, verse (Brentano’s) ; 
More Miles, autobiographical novel (Boni 6 Live- 
right). Address: care of Brentano’s, 225 Fifth 
Avenue, New York City. 


KESSLER, EMILE J. Born Mansfield, O. Parochial 
school, Mansfield; St. Vincent College, Beatty, Pa., 
A.B. and M.A., 1907-1912; Urban University, 
Rome, Italy, 1912-1915, Ph.D. Professor of English 
and history, Ursuline College, Cleveland, O.; lec- 
turer on literature, St. Joseph’s Convent (normal 
course), Cleveland. Writer and editor. Address: 
1374 Hall Avenue, Lakewood, Cleveland, O. 
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KRAMER, EDGAR DANIEL. Born Baltimore, Md. Pub- 
lic schools; Franklin and Marshall College, A.B. 
and Phi Beta Kappa, 1910. Writer. Braithwaite 
(1926); Frothingham (1926). Address: 1728 
Chilton Street, Baltimore, Md. 

LANHAM, CHARLES T. Born Washington, D. C., Sept. 
14, 1902. U.S. Military Academy, West Point, 
Bey.) 2d_ Lieutenant, Infantry, U. S, Army. 
Braithwaite (1925, 1926). Third in Witter Byn- 
ner’s undergraduate poetry contest, 1924. Address: 
12th Infantry, Fort Howard, Maryland. 


LEITCH, MARY SINTON. Born New York City, Sept. 8, 
1876. Miss Dana’s School, Morristown, N.J.; Ossin- 
ing School, Ossining-on-Hudson; Smith College; Co- 
lumbia; schools in Franceand Germany. Verse-writer. 
Author: The Love Letters of Bismarck, translation 
(Harper’s) ; The Waggon and the Star (Brimmer) ; 
to be published, The Unrisen Morrow (Dorrance). 
Braithwaite (all since 1922); Stevenson (1925); 
fichatds (1924) ; Davis (1922, 1923, 1924,.1925); 
Stork (1920, 1923); Norfolk Poets’ Club (1923); 
Greever and Bachelor (1923); Bartlett (1924); 
Coblentz (1924). Numerous prizes, including Con- 
temporary Verse second prize, 1925-1926. Address: 
Lynnhaven, Va. 

MACDERMOTT, CLARE. Born Liverpool, England. Dallas 
High School, 1908; Dallas Central Academy, 1912, 
B.A.; K. of C. School of Journalism, 1922. Writer. 
First prize, Feb., 1924, national contest, Stanley 
Greeting Card Association, Dayton, O.; second prize 
in similar contest, July, 1924. Address: 235 West 
12th Street, Dallas, Texas. 
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MACKENZIE, MARGARET. Born Malta. The English 
Convent, Bruges, Belgium. Author: The Station 
Platform and Other Verses, 1918 (Sands); The 
Child Who Had Never Heard of Christmas, play, 
1923 (Sands) ; The Year’s at the Spring, anthology, 
1920 (Harrap). Address: 7 Ormond Road, Rich- 
mond, Surrey, or 15 Church Square, Rye, Sussex, Eng. 


MANNIX, MAry E. (Mrs.) Born New York City, May 
17, 1846. Graduated Sisters of Notre Dame de 
Namur, Mt. Reading, O. Author: Fiction, Life’s 
Labyrinth; Tales That Tim Told; Chronicles of the 
Little Sisters, 2 vols.; Pancho and Panchito; As True — 
as Gold; Children of Cupa; Story of Dionisio; Cupa 
Revisited; The Old Camping Ground; Haldeman 
Children; In Quest of Adventure; Fortunes of a Lit- 
tle Emigrant; Biography, Life of Sister Loutse, Su- 
perior of the Sisters of Notre Dame, Cincinnati, O.; 
Child’s Life of Joan of Arc.; Patron Saints of Cath- 
olic Youth, 2 vols.; (in preparation) The Shepherd 
and His Flock. Household Library of Catholic Poets 
(1881); California Classic Series and California 
Birthday Book, James Wharton James (1909) ; and 
other anthologies. Many translations in verse and 
prose from French, German, and Spanish. Address: 
2749 2nd Street, San Diego, Calif. 


MAYNARD, THEODORE. Born Madras, India, Nov. 3, 
1890. Educated in England. Author and lecturer. 
Received into Catholic Church, 1913; spent brief 
novitiate with Dominicans. Formerly professor of 
English literature at Dominican College, San Rafael, 
Calif.; since 1925 professor of English literature, 
St. John’s College, Brooklyn. Author: Laughs 
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and Wifts of Song; Drums of Defeat; Folly and 
Other Poems; Carven from the Laurel Tree; A 
Tankard of Ale; The Last Knight; The Divine Ad- 
venture; Our Best Poets; (in preparation) Modern 
Catholic Poetry, an anthology (Holt). Malory 
prize, London, for best volume of poetry, 1916. 
Address: Gibson Apartments, Northern Boulevard 
at 149th Street, Flushing, N. Y. 


McCLoskEy, GEORGE V. A. Born New York City, 
Jan. 27, 1883. College of the City of New York, 
A.B., 1902; New York University, LL.B., 1906; 
J.D., 1907. Attorney at law, specializing in ad- 
miralty. Author: Lyrics, 1919 (Neale Pub. Co.) ; 
The Flight of Guinevere and Other Poems, 1921 
(Authors 6 Publishers Corp.). Editor: Benedict on 
Admiralty, fifth edition, 1925-1926. Bookfellows 
(1925, 1926). Address: 148 East 30th Street, 
New York City. 

MEEHAN, REV. JOHN. Born Elgin, Ill. St. Mary’s Acad- 
emy, Elgin, lll.; Elgin High School; Telluride Asso- 
ciation; Telluride Scholar at Cornell University; 
St. Patrick’s Seminary, Menlo Park, Calif.; Ameri- 
can College, Rome, Italy; University of Fribourg, 
Switzerland. Address: 1100 Franklin Street, San 
Francisco, Calif, 

MEISEL, MARY KEELAN. Born St. Louis, Mo., Sept. 
11, 1889. St. Patrick’s, Butte, Mont.; St. Vin- 
cent’s Academy, Helena; Sacred Heart Commercial 
College, Butte; three years’ summer school, Uni- 
versity of Montana. Teacher. Honorable mention, 
Poetry Magazine, Milwaukee, 1925. Address: 
1143 Lewisohn Street, Butte, Mont. 
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MILLER, J. Corson. Born Buffalo, N. Y., Nov. 13, 
1883. St. Agnes’ School and Canisius College, Buf- 
falo. With Municipal Civil Service Commission, 
Buffalo. Author: Veils of Samite, 1921 (Small, 
Maynard); (in preparation) Coins of Contempla- 
tion. Marian Poems (1917); Red Cross Cal- 
endar of War Verse (1918); Braithwaite (1918, 
1919, 1920, 1923, 1925); Neihardt (1921) ; Hum- 
phries (1921); Stork (1923); Stevenson (1925); 
Houck (1925); Maynard (1926); Cheyney 
(1926). Address: 310 Ideal Street, Buffalo, N. Y. 


MILLER, JEWELL. Born Bellefonte, Pa. Private school; 
college of music, New York University. Author 
Leaves of Verse, 1922 (privately printed). Braith- 
waite (1925, 1926). Address: 222 Madison Ave- 
nue, Flushing, N. Y. 


MORELAND, JOHN RICHARD. Born Norfolk, Va., Nov. 
28, 1880. Common and high schools. Accountant, 
critic. Author: Red Poppies in the Wheat, 1922; 
Sand Dunes and Sea (in press). Great Religious 
Poems (1924); Braithwaite. 


MORTIMER, CHARLES G. Born Clapham, London, 
S. W., Oct. 7, 1880. Dulwich College; Brasenose, 
Oxford. Address: Stonyhurst College, Lancaster, 
England. 


MULLINS, HELENE. Born New York City, July 12, 
1899. Convent boarding schools, New York. Au- 
thor: Paulus Fy, novel, in collaboration (McBride), 
1924; in preparation, Earthbound, poems. Ad- 
dress: 615 West 144th Street, New York City. 
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MussER, BENJAMIN FRANCIS. Born Lancaster, Pa., 
Feb. 3, 1889. Yeates boarding school; Brooklyn 
Latin School; Episcopal Academy, Philadelphia; 
Nashotah House (P. E. Theological Seminary) , Wis- 
consin; St. Joseph’s College, Callicoon, N. Y.; spe- 
cial studies, Harvard. Writer. Author: Chiaro- 
scuro, 1924 (Four Seas) ; Prerrot, 1924, and Son of 
Momus, 1926 (both privately printed) ; Rushlights, 
Sonnets and Other Verse (in preparation); Angels 
of the Sanctuary, 1912 (Benziger); Outside the 
Wall, 1914 (Herder). Braithwaite (1926); Inde- 
pendent (1926); Stray Airs (1926). Brother 
Francis, Third Order of St. Francis. Address: 107 
South Mansfield Avenue, Margate, Atlantic City, 
NJ. 


O’NEIL, GEORGE. Born St. Louis, Mo., 1898. Author: 
The Cobbler in Willow Street, 1919 (Boni & Live- 
right). Braithwaite (several years). Address: 205 
West 57th Street, New York City. 


PFEIFFER, EDWARD H. Born New York City, Dec. 4, 
1889. Public schools; Horace Mann; Columbia 
University, 1910. Graduated at twenty-one. Phi 
Beta Kappa. Newspaper work, New York Globe. 
Social work for five years. Moved to California. 
Newspaper and literary work until end. He died at 
Redlands, Calif., Sept. 24, 1926. 

Ping, M. S. (Sister Mary Paulina Finn, Vis.B.V.M.) 
Born Boston, Mass., June 29, 1842. Public schools of 
Boston; one year at Notre Dame Academy, Roxbury 
district. Resided later in Lowell, Mass., whence in 
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Feb., 1868, Sister Mary Paulina left for the Convent 
of the Visitation, Georgetown, D.C. For several years 
teacher of vocal and instrumental music; from 1873 
to 1912 professor of belles lettres and elocution. 
Since 1912 published: Alma Mater and Other 
Dramas, 1913; John Bannister Tabb—The Priest- 
Poet, 1915 (both, Thomsen-Ellis Co., Baltimore) ; 
The Venerable Don Bosco—Apostle of Youth, 
1916; A Glory of Maryland (Most Rev. Arch- 
bishop Neale), 1917; Life of Sister Benigna Con- 
solata Ferrero (translated from the French), and 
Vade Mecum Proposed to Religious Souls (from the 
Italian), 1921 (J. P, Daleiden Co., Chicagaye 
Sacred Poems, 1924 (Thomsen-Ellis); in prepa- 
ration: Life of St. Margaret Mary; A Book of 
Sketches; Joan of Arc, a play; revisions of Father 
Tabb and of The Venerable Don Bosco; and The 
Pearl of Como. Address: Georgetown Visitation 
Convent, 1500 35th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 


POUTHIER, REV. EDWARD S., S.J. Born Buffalo, N. Y., 


Nov. 30, 1891. Parochial school; Canisius High 
School; Canisius College; entered Society of Jesus 
at St. Andrew on Hudson, 1911; studied phi- 
losophy and science at Woodstock College, 1915- 
1918, B.A. 1917, M.A. 1918. Taught literature 
at Fordham University, 1918-1922. Ordained to 
priesthood, Georgetown University, 1925. Address: 
Canisius College, Buffalo, N. Y. 


POWERS, HORATIO NELSON. 


QUIRK, REV. CHARLES J., S.J. Born New Orleans, La., 


Feb. 1, 1889. One year private school; two years 
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private tuition; five years in public schools; four 
years normal school; three years philosophy; four 
years theology; one year special study; A.B., M.A. 
Professor of English literature and journalism, 
Spring Hill Coilege, Mobile, Ala. Author: Sails on 
the Horizon, 1926 (Stratford). Address: Spring 
Hill College, Mobile, Ala. 


Ray, LOUISE CRENSHAW (Mrs. BEN F.). Born Green- 
ville, Ala., May 17, 1890. Privately educated; 
Woman’s College of Alabama, B.S., 1908; State Uni- 
versity, summer of 1916. Writer and singer. Braith- 
waite (1924). Several prizes in state and local con- 
tests. Address: 920 South 31st Street, Chestnut 
Hill, Birmingham, Ala. 


ROADS, HELEN PURSELL. 


ROBINSON, HENRY MorToON. Born Boston, Mass., 
Sept. 7, 1898. Columbia College, A.B. 1923, M.A. 
1924. Instructor in English, Columbia College. 
Author: Children of Morningside, 1923 (Whitlock). 
Editor Contemporary Verse. Phi Beta Kappa poet, 
Columbia University, 1924. Braithwaite (1926); 
Strong (1926). Address: 47 Mountain Avenue, 
Malden, Mass. 


ROCHE, LORETTA. Born New Haven, Conn. Con- 
necticut College for Women, B.A., 1921. Teacher 
of languages. Address: Lyme, Conn. 


RUGGERI, AGNES O’GARA. Born in New York City. 
Parochial and public schools of New York; New 
York Preparatory School; private tutoring; Cathedral 
College Institute of Scientific Study; courses in Eng- 
lish and philosophy, Fordham University. Teacher 
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in New York High School. Author: Office Practice 
(Cahill @ Ruggeri), 1917 (Macmillan) ; Reception 
Day at the Settlement House, one-act play, 1913; 
A Day and a Night, one-act play, 1913 (both, Fitz- 
gerald Pub. Co.). Address: 58 East 93rd Street, 
New York City. 


SHOLL, ANNA McC.Lure. Born Philadelphia, Pa. 
Ogontz School; Cornell University. Writer. Author: 
The Law of Life; The Port of Storms; The Fairy 
Tales of Weir. Address: 15 Gramercy Park, New 
York City. 


SISTER MARY OF THE ANGELS. A nun. 


STAPLETON, CHRISTOPHER R. Born near Oxford, Eng., 
before 1880. Stonyhurst College, Eng.; post- 
graduate courses in philosophy, M.A. and Ph.D. 
Fordham University, 1921. Naturalized 1909. 
Lecturer, English literature, Fordham University; 
chairman department, New Utrecht High School, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. Teacher. Author: Challenges, 
1923 (Stratford). Address: Malverne, Long Island, 
iNew 


STORK, CHARLES WHARTON. Born Philadelphia, Pa., 
Feb. 12, 1881. Haverford College; Harvard; Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania; and abroad. Writer and — 
editor, translator German and Swedish verse, literary 
critic. Author: Verse, Day Dreams of Greece; The 
Queen of Orplede; Sea and Bay. Edited Two 
Plays of William Rowley; contributed a poetic play 
and fifty-five lyrics to German Classics; edited An- 
thology of Swedish Lyrics; translated Selected Poems 
of Gustaf Froding, lyrics of Hugo von Hoffmanstahl 
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and Selected Poems of Verner von Heidenstam. 
Edited Contemporary Verse. Address: York Road, 
Logan P. O., Philadelphia, Pa. 


STUART, HENRY LONGAN. Born London, Eng., 1875, 
“of Irish parentage.’’ Ratcliffe College; King’s Col- 
lege, London. Author and journalist. Captain 
R. F. A., 1915-1919. Author: Weeping Cross: An 
Unworldly Story, 1907; Fenella, 1911; co-author 
Civilization in the United States: an Enquiry, 1921. 
Resident of the United States since 1902. Braith- 
waite (1925, 1926); Maynard (1926); Walsh 
(1926). Address: Westport, Conn. 


FRANCIS TALBOT (Albert Paul Schimberg). Born 
Appleton, Wis. St. Joseph’s and Sacred Heart 
Parish schools, Appleton; Marquette University, 
Milwaukee, Litt.B., 1923. Editor The Catholic 
Herald, Milwaukee, archdiocesan newspaper. Mar- 
quette Book of Verse (1924). Second prize, contest 
for Wisconsin poets, American Poetry Association, 
1920. Address: 1132 51st Street, Milwaukee, Wis. 

THAYER, Mary DIXON. Born Philadelphia, Pa., Dec. 
16, 1897. Graduated from Springside School, 
Philadelphia, receiving English prize. Author: 
Verse, Songs of Youth, 1922-1923 (Knopf); New 
York and Other Poems, 1925 (Dorrance); The 
Child on His Knees, 1926 (Macmillan) ; in prepa- 
ration: Elaine; Foam, fiction (Dorrance). Braith- 
waite (1922, 1923, 1924, 1925); Stevenson 
(1925); Stork (1924, 1925); Maynard (1926). 
Browning Medal, Philadelphia, 1923; second prize, 
Contemporary Verse, 1924, 1925. Address: Allen 
Lane, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Tuomas, MARTHA BANNING. Born Racine, Wis., April 
24, 1888. Perry Normal Kindergarten, Boston, 
1911; Middlebury School of English, poetry course; 
post-graduate poetry workshop, Smith College. 
Writer. Author: Poems for People, 1925 (Cedar 
Tree Press); Twelve booklets for children (E. D. 
Chase, Boston, and C. R. Gibson, Cincinnati). 
Braithwaite (twice). Address: Lyme, Conn. 


ae: 

VINAL, HAROLD. Born Vinal Haven, Maine, Oct. 17, 
1891. Publisher. Former publisher of Voices. Ad- 
dress: 13 West 54th Street, New York City. 
WALSH, THOMAS. Born Brooklyn, N. Y., Oct. 14, 

1875. Georgetown College; Columbia University; 
Notre Dame University. Author and editor. Author: 
The Prison Ships; The Pilgrim Kings; Don Folquet; 
Eleven Poems of Ruben Dario; Gardens Overseas and 
Other Poems. Associate editor Commonweal. Ad- 
dress: Suite 4624, Grand Central Terminal, New 

York. City, 

WALSH, WILLIAM. Born Waterbury, Conn., Sept. 11, 
1891. Yale, B.A., 1913. Teacher, Roxbury School, 
Cheshire, Conn. Maynard (1926). Address: 
Cheshire, Conn. 

WIDDEMER, MARGARET. Born Doylestown, Pa., 1890. 
Privately educated. Author and lecturer. Author: 
Factories, 1915 (Holt); Old Road to Paradise, 
1919 (Holt); Cross-Currents, 1921 (Harcourt) ; 
Little Girl and Boy Land, 1923 (Harcourt) ; Bal- 
lads and Lyrics, 1925 (Harcourt); Singing Wood, 
poetic play, 1926 (Adelphi); Haunted Hour, an- 
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thology of ghost poems, 1920 (Harcourt) ; Fiction, 
Rose Garden Husband, 1915 (Lippincott); Why 
Not, 1916 (Hearst); Wishing Ring Man, 1917 
(Holt) ; I’ve Married Marjorie, 1919 (Harcourt) ; 
You’re Only Young Once, 1918 (Holt); A Min- 
ister of Grace, 1921 (Harcourt); Charis Sees It 
Through, 1924 (Harcourt); The Boardwalk, 1922 
(Harcourt); Gallant Lady, 1926 (Harcourt). 
Braithwaite (many years); Stork (1923, 1924, 
1925); Stevenson (1925); and others. Shared in 
Pulitzer prize, 1920; Contemporary Verse prizes, 
1923, 1926; Lyric West prize, 1925; Browning So- 
ciety, Philadelphia, prize, 1923; Trimmed Lamp 
prize, 1916. Address: 1 West 67th Street, New 
Mork City. 

WILKINSON, MARGUERITE. Born Halifax, Nova Scotia, 
Nov. 15, 1883. Public schools of Evanston, IIl1.; 
The Misses Ely School, New York City; North- 
western University; private tutors; Phi Beta Kappa 
(honorary, post-graduate) , Northwestern University; 
M.A., Middlebury College, Middlebury, Vt. Author 
and lecturer. Author: The Great Dream; New 
Voices; The Dingbat of Arcady; Yule Fire; Way of 
the Makers; Bluestone; Contemporary Poetry (all 
published by Macmillan) ; in preparation: Citadels, 
religious lyrics; The Approach to Poetry, criticism. 
Stevenson (1925) ; Monroe and Henderson (1918) ; 
Richards (1918, 1921, 1924) ; Rittenhouse (1919) ; 
Lyne Year (1912); Crow (1923); Wilkinson 
(1923). Poetry Society of America Prize for Blue- 
stone. Address: 509 West 122d Street, New York 
City. 


A SELECT LIST OF VOLUMES OF POETRY BY CATHOLIC 
AUTHORS PUBLISHED BETWEEN JULY 1, 1925, 
AND JUNE 30, 1926 


Original Verse 


Blunt, Rev. Hugh F., Spiritual! Songs. Magnificat Press. 

Callaghan, Gertrude, Witch Girl. Blue Faun Publications. 

Cody, Rev. Alexander J., S.J., Our Lady Courtesy. Santa Clara Uni- 
versity Press. 

Earls, Rev. Michael, S.J., The Stuff of Poetry. America Press. From 

c Bersabee to Dan. Holy Cross Press, Worcester, Mass. 

Kilmer, Aline, The Poor King’s Daughter. Doran. 

Misner, Charles H., The Annunciation. Macmillan. 

Quirk, Rev. Charles J., S.J., Sails on the Horizon. Stratford. 

Ryan, Kathryn White, Golden Pheasant. Putnam. 

Sister Imelda, The Harp of Dawn. St. Catherine’s Press, Springfield, 
Ky. 

Sister Mary Angelita, B.V.M., Starshine and Candlelight. Appleton. 

Sullivan, A. M., Sonnets of a Simpleton and Other Poems. Colyer. 

Thayer, Mary Dixon, New York and Other Poems. Dorrance, 


Anthologies 


Leslie, Shane, Anthology of Catholic Poetry. Macmillan. 

Braithwaite, W. S. B., Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1925. 
Brimmer. 

Le Gallienne, Richard, The Le Gallienne Book of American Verse. 
Boni © Liveright. 

Robinson, Lennox, A Golden Treasury of Irish Verse. Macmillan. 


Wilkinson, Marguerite. Yule Fire, a Christmas Anthology. Mac- 
millan, 


Translations 
Carmelites of Santa Clara, Calif., Poems of St. Thérése of the Child 
Jesus. Kenedy. 
Kunze, Otto, Heliand. Herder. 
Rhoades, James, The Little Flowers of St. Francis and the Life of 
Brother Giles. World’s Classics. Scribner’s, 


[136] 


Current Catholic Verse [137 


Hymnology 
Colonel, P. M., C.Ss.R., Manual of Select Catholic Hymns and Devo- 
tions. Fischer ® Bro. 
Fitzpatrick, Rev. John, O.M.T., Hymns from the Liturgy. Benziger. 
Watts, Nevile, Love Songs of Sion. Benziger. 


Juvenile 


Sister M. Emmanuel, O.S.B., All the Year Round. Herder. 
Sister Mary Gertrude, Catholic Nursery Rhymes. Benziger. 
Thayer, Mary Dixon, The Child on His Knees. Macmillan. 


A SELECT LIST OF BOOKS ON CATHOLIC POETS AND 
POETRY PUBLISHED JULY 1, 1925-JUNE 30, 1926 


Brégy, K., Poets and Pilgrims. Benziger. 

Connolly, Rev. T. L., S.J., Introduction to Chaucer and Langland. 
Fordham University Press. 

Newman, B., Cardinal Newman: A Biographical and Literary Study. 
Century. 

Reilly, J. J., Newman as a Man of Letters. Macmillan. 

Renzulli, Dr. M., Dante nella Letteratura Inglese. Societa Editrice, 
Bela Vian e 

Shuster, G. N., The Catholic Spirit in Modern English Literature, 
Macmillan. English Literature, Allyn ®@ Bacon. Newman, 
Prose and Poetry (editor). Allyn © Bacon. 

Sister M. Madeleva., Pearl. Appleton. Chaucer’s Nuns and Other 
Essays. Appleton. 

Tatham, E. H. R., Francesco Petrarca, Vol I. Macmillan. 

Tuell, A. K., Mrs. Meynell and Her Literary Generation. Dutton. 

Walsh, J. J., The World’s Debt to the Catholic Church. Stratford. 

Wilkinson, Marguerite, The Way of the Makers, Macmillan. 


A SELECT LIST OF ARTICLES ON CATHOLIC POETS AND 
POETRY PUBLISHED IN THE CATHOLIC MAGA- 
ZINES, JULY 1, 1925-JUNE 30, 1926 


Adams, J. R. ‘‘Five Carols of Christmas-Tide’” (Louise Imogen 
Guiney). Am., Dec. 26, ’25. 

Blunt, Wilfrid Scrawen. ‘‘How Wilfred Meynell Discovered Francis 
Thompson” (reprint). Cath. W., Feb. ’26. 

Brégy, K. ‘‘American Poetry in Action and Reaction.” Cath. W., 
Sept. ’25. 

Brother Leo. ‘“‘A Great and Catholic Poet’’ (Francis Thompson). 
Gol, Dees 25. 

Browne, Edythe H. ‘“‘Adelaide Anne Procter (1825-1925).’’ Cath. 
W., Oct. ’25. ‘‘The Centenary of a Poet-Teacher’” (A. A. 
Procter). Am., Oct. 24, °25. 

Grandgent, C. H. ‘‘Dante 600 Years Ago’’ (reprint). Cath. W., 
Mar. ’26. 

Guiney, Grace. ‘‘Louise Imogen Guiney; a Comment and Some Letters.” 
Cath. W., Aug. ’25. 

Kearney, Rev. James F., S.J. ‘‘Popularizing Paradise’ (“‘The Vision 
Beatific’’ by Rev. John D. Walshe, S.J.). Mag., Oct. ’25. 

Maynard, Theodore. ‘““The Poetry of Thomas Hardy.” Cath. W., 
Apr. ’26. 

Phillips, Charles. ‘‘Uncovering a Literary Gold Mine” (Polish Litera- 
ture). Cath. W., June ’26. 

Plumpe, J. Conrad. ‘‘Hroswitha, Nun and Poetess.’”’ Am., Apr. 3, 
IAS 

Reilly, Joseph J. ‘‘Newman, Lover of Literature (1801-1926).” 
Am., Feb. 20, ’26. 

Remy, Arthur F. J. ‘Walther von der Vogelweide.”” Com., Sept. 2, 
W225) 

Rush, E. Leonard, C.S.B. ‘‘Francis James.’’ Cath. W., May °26. 
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Shuster. George N. ‘“‘Newer Catholic Poets.’”” Cath. W., Dec. ’25. 
meather wlabbiand His tradition. | Com:, Sept... 23, 25. 
“Notes for a Literary Study of ‘The Hound of Heaven.’ ’’ Cath. 
Ed. R., Mar. and Apr. ’26. ‘“‘Voices from Afar’ (Eichendorff) . 
Mag., Dec. ’25. _ 

Sister M. Eleanore, C.S.C. ‘‘The Catholic Spirit in Longfellow.” 
wm’, Novy. 7, 25. 

Talbot, Francis X., S.J. ‘“‘The Laureate of the Eucharist’? (St. 
Thomas Aquinas). Am., June 19, ’26. 

Thompson, Charles Willis. ‘“‘Another Side of Kilmer.’’ Col., July ’25. 

Walsh, William. ‘‘The Newness of Old Books, and Vice Versa.” 
Col., May ’26. 


MAGAZINE AVERAGES 


No. of Distinctive Por Cont 
Magazine* Poems Ege 
g Pub- 


Taare 9 (Cr ape ateee ater Pin ik Mert ture 120 29 | 38 


Annals of Our Lady of Lourdes} 39 18 6 


Ae. Nlaria tert eee ee 144 46 | 15 
Catholic World... eee 53 | 16 | 12 

fests Sa iindabia vine 67 | 26| 14] 7 | 701) 31. 
@ommonweals eee 207 59 | 86 

EXtenslOnie cise eee eee 74 22 | eu =3 [an aa 
Franciscans ees ce aeons ene 52 22 | ng 2 sot aa 
Pranciscani Fiera 53 | 24| 41 2157 | 1 | om 
Grail eee eo ee eee ae 61 22 | ey eg ee 12 San 
Wittle Flower @ircle sess 31 ion Si ey agin 0m 
Macnifica tae ee eee 114 30) 7) 25: Bon 62 | 28 


Messenger of the Sacred Heart] 48 24 7 3 | 70.8] 20 6.3 


Sentinel of the BlessedSacrament} 38 13 2 1 | 42 9 3 


St. Anthony's Monthly............. 28) 11 2 1542 9 3 
Sista ctu ei uale tae 38 | 12| 6| 2:| 521210) 3 
Drath: 2; eee eae 30 | 8| 31 2\|43 137) ome 


*To be rated, a monthly must publish at least 25 original poems 
within the year; a semi-monthly, 35; a weekly, 50; and a quarterly, 10. 
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A flower unblown; a book unread.......... Horatio Nelson Powers...... 
Parise njerusalem, be lity 5 ic sees teceee nes Helen Parry Eden.......... 
A shingle house stands in the lane.......... Alexander J. Cody, S.J...... 
Blue-prints and mathematics and the strong. . Leslie Nelson Jennings. ...... 
Burning and eager votary ofart............ Meredith Starratere eres bee 
Dawn after dawn flung up the sky.......... Helen Pursell Roads........ 
Dear holy Saint, you have given me loving 
COTMEE LSS eats ois 8 OCD en ee eae Anna McClure Sholl....... 
Do you see that bird in the sky?............ Mary Dixon Thayer........ 
Drizzle at dusk: street and square........... Joseph Auslander.......... 
During this hour shadows touch hiseyes...... ElelenewMullias....1- 40. ae 
Far-faring voyagers who know not time... ... Wlarie Blake teva ie 
Far in the darkness I can hear them coming .. Theodore Maynard......... 
BerCemitUgiOn CHE LIVEL 2 ceye es cece + cisco Henry Morton Robinson..... 


Have you heard silence singing in the twilight. Eleanor Downing. .......... 
He chooses maple, mellowed brown by time. . William Walsh............ 


He knew no music; but he liked to hear...... Margaret Widdemer........ 
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